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A ROMAtJNT. 



ihamfen est one esp^e de livrey doot on n'a la qae U premi&re 
p«ge quand on n'tf Vu qnft soir pay& J*en^ feiullet6 nn asses 
gnmd nombre, que j'ai troavi6 ^galeroent roauTaises. Cet exa- 
men ne m'a point ete infractueux. Je hai'saais ma patrie. 
Tontes les impertinences des peuples divers, parmi lesquels j*^ 
if6ca, m'ont reconcili^ avec elle. Quand je n'aurab tir6 d*antre 
b6n^ce de mes voyages que oelni-li, je n'en regrettends ni les 
finds, id les fiitignes. LE COSMOPOLITE. 



PREFACE. 



TfiE following poem was written, for the most 
part, amidst the scenes which it attempts to descril)e. 
It was beg^n in Albania; and the parts relative to' 
Spain and' Portugal were composed from the au* 
thor's observations in those countries. Thus much 
it may be necessary to state for the correctness of 
the descriptions. The scenes attempted to be sketch*- 
ed are in Spain, Portugal, - Epirus, Acarnania, and 
Greece. There for the present the poem stops : its 
reception will determine whether the author may 
venture to conduct his readers to the capital of the 



• » • 
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East, thxoDgli Ionia and Fhryg^ : these two cantos 
are merely experimental. 

A fictitious character is introduced lor the sake of 
giving some connexion to the piece ; which^ how- 
ever, makes no pretension to regularity. It has 
been suggested to me by friends^ on whose opinions 
k set a high value, that in this fictitious charade, 
** Childe Harold/' I may incur the suspicion of 
having intended some real personage: this I beg 
leave, once for all, to disclaim — ^Harold is the child 
of imagination, for the purpose I have stated. In 
some very trivial particulars, and those merely local, 
there might be grounds for such a notion ; but in 
the main points, I should hope, none whatever. 

It is almost superfluous to mention that the ap- 
pellation '< Chflde,^' as '' Chflde Waters," •' Childe 
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Cfailders/' &c. is used as more consonant with the 
old structure of versification which I haye adopted. 
The " Good Night," in the beginning of the first 
canto, was suggested by ** Lord Maxwell's Gdod 
Night," in the Border Minstrdsy, edited by Mr* 
Scott. 

With the difibrent poems which have been piirt>* 
Kshed on Spanish subjects, there mEoy be found some 
slight coincidence in the first part, which treats of 
the Peninsula, but it can only be casual 5 as, with 
Ihe exception of a few conchiding stanzas^ the 
whole of this poem was written in the Levant. 

The stanza of Spenser, according to one of our 
most successful poets, admits of every variety. Br.. 
Beattie makes the following observation : '* Not 
long ago I began a poem in the style and stanza of 



Spenser^ in which I propose to give full scope to 
my inclination, and be either droll or pathetic^ de- 
scriptive or sentimental, tender or satirical, as the 
humour strikes me ; for> if I mistake not, the mea- 
.sure which I have adopted admits equally of aH 
these kinds of composition*.*' — Strengthened in my 
opinion by such authority, and by the example of 
<some in the highest order of Italian poets, I shall 
•make no apology for attempts at similar variations 
in the following composition ; satisfied that, if they 
are unsuccessful, their failure must be in the execiu 
•tion, rather than in the design sanctioned by the 
practice of Ariosto^ Thomson^ and Beattie. 

* Beatde*s Letters. 






ADDITION TO THZ 

PREFACE. 

I have now waited till almost all our periodical 
journals have distributed their usual portion of cri-> 
tidsm. To the justice of the generality of their 
criticisms I have nothing to object ; it would ill be-> 
come me to quarrel with their very slight degree of 
cetisure, whai^ perhaps^ if they had been less kind 
they had been more candid. Returning^ therefore^ 
to all and each my best thanks for their liberality, 
on one point alone shall I venture an observation. 
Amongst the many objections justly urged to the 
very indifferent character of the '^ vagrant Childe/.' 
(whom, notwithstanding many hints to the contrary, 
I stiU maintain to be a fictitious personage), it ha0 
been stated, that besides the anachronism, he is very 
unknighthf, as the times of the Knights were times 






of love^ honour^ and so forth. Now it so happens 
that the good old times^ when ^' Tamour du bon 
rieux tems^ Tdmour antique*' flourished, were the 
most profligate of all possible centuries. Those who 
have any doubts on this subject may consult St. 
Palaye^ passim^ and more particularly vol. iL page 
69, The TOWS of chivalry were no better kept than 
any oiher vows whatsoever^ and the songs of the 
Troubadours were not more decent, and certaiidy 
were much less refined, than those of Ovid.-^The 
'' Cours d*amour, parlemens d*amour ou de courtesie 
et de gentilesse" had much more of love l^aa of 
courtesy or gentleness. — See Rolland on the same 
suliject with St. Palaye. — Whatever other objectiom 
may be urged to that most unamiable personage 
Childe Harold^ he was so far perfectly kn^tiy is 
his attributes — '''No waiter, but aknight templar^." 

^ The Bov^n; . Antijftcobiii. 
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—By the by> I fSear that Sir Tristram and Sir Lance- 
lot were no better than they should be, although 
very poetical personages and true knights ** sans 
peur," though not •' sans reproehe." — If the story 
of the institution of the " Garter" be not a fabler 
^e knights of that order have for several centuriea 
borne the badge of a Countess of Salisbury, of in« 
diiferent memory. So much for chivalry. Buike 
need not have regretted that its days are over, 
though Maria Antoinette was quite as chaste as 
most of those in whose honours lances were shi* 
vered, and knights unhorsed. 

Before the days of Bayard, and down to those of 
Sir Joseph Banks (the most chaste and celebrated 
of ancient and modern times), few exceptions will 
be found to this statement, and I fear a little inves* 
tigation will teach us not to regret these monstrous 
mummeries of the middle ages. 
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I now leave ** Childe Harold" to live his day^ 
such as he is ; it had been more agreeable, and cer- 
tainly more easy^ to have drawn an amiable charac- 
ter. It had been easy to varnish over his faults^ to 
make him do more and express less^ but he never 
was intended as an example, further than to show 
that early perversion of mind and morals leads to 
satiety of past pleasures and disappointment in new 
ones> and that even the beauties of nature, and the 
stimulus of travel (except ambition, the most power- 
ful of all excitements) are lost on a soul so consti* 
tutedy or rather misdirected. Had I proceeded with 
the Poem, this character would have deepened as he 
drew to the close; for the outline which I once 
meant to fill up for him was, with some exceptions, 
the sketch of a modern Timon, perhaps a poetical 
Zduco. 
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A ROMAUNT. 



roL. I. B 



TO lANTHE. 



Not in those climes where I have late been straying^ 
Though Beauty long hath there been matchless 

deemed 5 
Not in those visions to the heart displaying 
Forms which it sighs but to have only dreamed^ 
Hath aught like thee in truth or fancy seemed : 
Nor^ having seen thee> shall I vainly seek 
To paint those charms which varied as they 

beamed — 

To such as see thee not my words were weak; 

To those who gaze on thee what language could they 

speak? 

b2 



Ah ! may'st thou ever be what now thou art^ 
Nor unbeseem the promise of thy spring. 
As fair in form, as warm yet pure in heart. 
Lovers image upon earth without his wing. 
And guileless beyond Hope's imagining! 
And surely she who now so fondly rears " 
Thy youth, in thee, thus hourly brightening. 
Beholds the rainbow of her future years. 
Before whose heavenly hues all sorrow disappears. 



Young Peri of the West ! — ^'tis well for me 
My years already doubly number thine; 
My loveless eye unmoved may gaze on thee. 
And safely view thy ripening beauties shine; 
Happy, I ne'er shaU see them in decline, 
Hi^pier, that. while all younger hearts shall bleed. 
Mine shall escape the doom thine eyes assign 
To those whose admiration shall succeed. 
But mixed with pangs to Love's even loveliest hours 
decreed. 



Oh ! let that eye^ which^ wild as th^ Gazelle's^ 
Now brightly bold or beautifully shy. 
Wins as it wanders, dazzles where it dwells. 
Glance o'er this page 5 nor to my verse deny 
That smile for which my breast might vainly sigh. 
Could I to thee be ever more than friend : 
This much, dear maid, accord 5 nor question why 
To one so young my strain I would commend. 
But bid me with my wreath one matchless lily blend. 



Such is thy name with this my verse entwined j 
And long as kinder eyes a look shall cast 
On Harold^s page, Ianthe*s here enshrined 
Shall thus be first beheld, forgotten last : 
My days once numbered, should this homage past 
Attract thy fairy fingers near the lyre 
Of him who hailed thee, loveliest as thou wast. 
Such is the most my memory may desire; 
Though more than Hope can claim, could Friend* 
ship less require ? 



e^me |l^atoQi'0 i^asrimaue. 



A ROMAUNT. 



CANTO I. 



I. 

Uh^ thou! in Hellas deemed of heav'nly birth^ 
Muse! formed or fabled at the minstreFs will! 
Since shamed full oft by later lyres on earth. 
Mine dares not call thee from thy sacred hill : 
Yet there IVe wandered by thy vaunted rill; 
Yes! sighed o'er Delphi's long-deserted shrine,* 
Where, save that feeble fountain, all is still; 
Nor mote my shell awake the weary Nine 
To grace so plain a tale — this lowly lay of mine. 
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II. 

Whilome in Albion's isle there dwelt a youth. 
Who ne in virtue's ways did take delight 5 
But spent his days in riot most uncouth. 
And vexed with mirth the drowsy ear of Night. 
Ah, me ! in sooth he was a shameless wights 
Sore given to revel and ungodly glee 3 
Few earthly things found favour in his sight 
Save concubines and carnal companie. 
And flaunting wassaUers of high and low degree. 



III. 

Childe Harold was he hight : — ^but whence his name 
And lineage long, it suits me not to say 3 
Suffice it, that perchance they were of fame. 
And had been glorious in another day: 
But one sad losel soils a name for aye. 
However mighty in the olden time 3 
Nor all that heralds rake from coffined clay. 
Nor florid prose, nor honied lies of rhyme 
Can blazon evil deeds^ or consecrate a crime. 



Canto h PILGRIMAGB. 



IV. 

Childe Harold basked him in the noon-tide sun^ 
Disporting there like any other fly 5 
Nor deemed before his little day was done 
One blast might chiU him into misery. 
But long ere scarce a third of his passed by. 
Worse than adversity the Childe befell 5 
He felt the fulness of satiety : 
Then loathed he in his native land to dwells 
Which seemed to him morelone thanEremite's sad cell. 



V. 

For he through Sin's long labyrinth had run^ 
Nor made atonement when he did amiss^ 
Had sighed to many though he loved but one^ 
And that loved one, alas ! could ne'er be his. 
Ah, happy she ! to 'scape from him whose kiss 
Had been pollution unto aught so chaste 3 
Who soon had left her charms for vulgar bliss^ 
And spoiled her goodly lands to gild his waste^ 
Nor calm domestic peace had ever deigned to taste. 
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VI. 

And DOW Childe Harold was sore sick at heart. 
And from his fellow bacchanals would iBee) 
Tis said^ at times the sullen tear would start. 
But Pride congealed the drop within his ee: 
Apart he stalked in joyless reverie> 
And from his native land resolved to go. 
And visit scorching climes beyond the sea; 
With pleasure drugged he almost longed for woe. 
And e'en for change of scene would seek the shades 
below. 

Vli. 

The Childe departed from his father's hall: 
It was a vast and venerable pile; 
So old, it seemed only not to fall. 
Yet strength was pillared in each massy aisle. 
Monastic dome! condemned to uses vile! 
Where Superstition once had made her den 
Now Faphian girls were known to sing and smile ; 
And monks might deem their time was come agen. 
If ancient tales say true, nor wrong these holy men* 
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VIII. 

Yet oft-times in his maddest mirtlifid mood 
StFSLnge pangs would flash along Childe Harold's 
As if the memory of some deadly feud [brow^ 
Or disappointed passion lurked below : 
But this none knew, nor haply cared to knoW) 
For his was not that open, artless soul 
That feels relief by bidding sorrow flow> 
Nor sought he friend to counsel or condole* 
Whate'er this grief mote be> which he could not control. 



IX. 
And none did love him — though to hall and bower 
He gathered revellers from far and near. 
He knew them flatt'rers of the festal hour; 
The heartless parasites of present cheer. 
Yea! none did love him — not his lemans dear — 
But pomp and power alone are woman's care. 
And where these are light Eros finds a feere -, 
Maidens, like moths, are ever caught by glare^ 
And Manmaon wins his way where Seraphs might 
despair. 



12 CHIIJ>B HAROLD'S Onto J. 



X. 

Childe Harold had a mother — not forgot^ 
Though parting from that mother he did shun 5 
A sister whom he loved^ but saw her not 
Before his weary pilgrimage begun : 
If friends he had^ he bade adieu to none. 
Yet deem not thence his breast a breast of steel 3 
Ye^ who have known what 'tis to doat upon 
A few dear objects, wiU in sadness feel 
Such partings break the heart they fondly hope to heal. 



XI. 

His house, his home, his heritage, his lands. 
The laughing dames in whom he did delight. 
Whose large blue eyes, fair locks, and snowy hands 
Might shake the saintship of an anchorite. 
And long had fed his youthful appetite; 
His goblets brimmed with every costly wine. 
And all that mote to luxury invite. 
Without a sigh he left, to cross the brine. 
And traverse Paynim shores, and pass Earth's central 
line. 
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XII. 

The sails were filled, and fair the light winds blew. 
As glad to waft him from his native home; 
And fast the white rocks faded from his view. 
And soon were lost in circumambient foam : 
And then, it may be, of his wish to roam 
Repented he, but in his bosom slept 
The silent thought, nor from his lips did come 
One word of wail, whilst others sate and wept. 
And to the reckless gales unmanly moaning kept. 



xm. 

But when the sun was sinking in the sea 
He seized his harp, which he at times could string. 
And strike, albeit with untaught melody. 
When deemed he no strange ear was listening: 
And now his fingers o*er it he did fling. 
And tuned his farewell in the dim twilight. 
While flew the vessel on her snowy wing. 
And fleeting shores receded from his sight. 
Thus to the elements he poured his last " GoodNight." 



I 
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1, 

'' Adietj^ adieu! my native shore 

Fades o'er the waters blue; 
The Night- winds sigh, the breakers roar^ 

And shrieks the wild seamew. 
Yon Sun that sets upon the sea 

We follow in his flight 5 
Farewell awhile to him and thee. 

My native Land — Grood Night! 



2. 
*^ A few short hours and He will rise 

To give the Morrow birth j 
And I shall hail the main and skies^ 

But not my mother Earth. 
Deserted is my own good hallj 

Its hearth is desolate; 
Wild weeds are gathering on the wall; 

My dog howls at the gate. 
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3. 
" Come hither^ hither^ my little page! 

Why dost thou weep and wail? 
Or dost thou dread the billows* rage. 

Or tremble at the gale? 
But dash the tear-drop from thine eye; 

Our ship is swift and strong: 
Our fleetest falcon scarce can fiy 

More merrily along." 



4. 
•* Let winds be shrill, let waves roll high, 

I fear not wave nor wind; 
Yet marvel not. Sir Childe, that I 

Am sorrowful in mind; 
For I have from my father gone, 

A mother whom I love. 
And have no friend, save these alone. 

But thee— and one above. 
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5. 

*' My father blessed me fervently. 

Yet did not much complain ^ 
But sorely will my mother sigh 

Till I come back again."— 
*' Enough^ enough^ my little lad ! 

Such tears become thine eye^ 
If I thy guileless bosom had 

Mine own would not be dry. 



6. 
" Come hither^ hither my staunch yeoman. 

Why dost thou look so pale? 
Or dost thou dread a French foeman? 

Or shiver at the gale?'* — 
*' Deem'st thou I tremble for my life? 

Sir Childe, I'm not so weak; 
But thinking on an absent wife 

Will blanch a faithful cheek. 
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7. 

'' My spouse and boys dwell near thy hall^ 

Along the bordering lake« 
And when they on their father call^ 

What answer shall she make?"*— 
'' Enough, enough, my yeoman good, 

Thy grief let none gainsay; 
But I, who am of lighter mood. 

Will laugh to flee away. 



8. 
'' For who would trust the seeming sighs 

Of wife or paramour? 
Fresh feres will dry the bright blue eyes 

We late saw streaming o'er. 
For pleasures past I do not grieve. 

Nor perils gathering near; 
My greatest grief is that I leave 

No thing that claims a tear. 

VOL. I. c 
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p. 

" And now I'm in the world alone^ 

Upon the wide> wide sea: 
But why should I for others groan^ 

When none will sigh for me? 
Perchance my dog will whine in Tain> 

Till fed by stranger ^hands) 
But long ere I come back again. 

He'd tear me where he stands. 



10. 
" With thee, my bark, I'll swiftly go 

Athwart the foaming brine 5 
Nor care what land thou bear'st me to, 

So not again to mine. 
Welccwne, welcome, ye dark-blue wares! 

And when you fail my sight, 
Welcome, ye deserts, and ye caves ! 

My natire Land— Good Night!** 
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XIV. 
On^ on the vessel flies^ the land is gone. 
And winds are rude in Biscay's sleepless bay. 
Four days are sped, but with the fifths anon. 
New shores descried make every bosom gay; 
And Cintra's mountain greets them on their way^ 
And Tagus dashing onward to the deep. 
His fabled golden tribute bent to pay 3 
And soon on board the Lusian pilots leap. 
And steer Hwixt fertile shores where yet few rustics 
reap. 

XV. 

Oh, Christ! it is a goodly sight to see 
What Heaven hath done for this delicious land ! 
What fruits of fragrance blush on every tree I 
What goodly prospects o*er the hills expand ! 
But man would mar them with an impious hand : 
And when the Almighty lifts his fiercest scourge 
'Gainst those who most transgress his high com- 
mand. 
With treble vengeance will his hot shafts urge 
Gaul'slocusthost, andearthfromfellestfoemen purge. 

C2 
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XVI. 

What beauties doth Lisboa first unfold! 
Her image floating on that noble tide. 
Which poets vainly pave with sands of gold. 
But now whereon a thousand keels did ride 
Of mighty strength, since Albion was allied. 
And to the Lusians did her aid afford: 
A nation swoln with ignorance and pride. 
Who lick yet loathe the hand that waves the sword 
To save them from the wrath of Gaul's unsparing lord. 



XVII. 
But whoso entereth within this town> 
That, sheening far, celestial seems to be. 
Disconsolate wiU wander up and down, 
'Mid many things unsightly to strange ee; 
For hut and palace show like filthily: 
The dingy denizens are reared in dirt; 
Ne personage of high or mean degree 
Doth care for cleanness of surtout or shirt. 
Though shent with Egypt's plague, unkempt, un- 
washed ; unhurt. 
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xvin. 

Poor^ paltry slaves ! yet born 'midstnoblest8cene»— 
Why^ Nature^ waste thy wonders on such men? 
Lo ! Cintra's glorious Eden intervenes 
In variegated maze of mount and glen. 
Ah^ me ! what hand can pencil guide^ or pen» 
To follow half on which the eye dilates 
Through views more dazzling imto mortal ken 
Than those whereof such things the bard relates^ 
Who to the awe-struck world imlocked Elysium's 
gates? 

XIX. 

The horrid crags^ by toppling convent crowned^ 
The cork-trees hoar that clothe the shaggy steep> 
The mountain-moss by scorching skies imbrowned^ 
The simken glen^ whose sunless shrubs must weep. 
The tender azure of the unruffled deep. 
The orange tints that gild the greenest bough. 
The torrents that from cliff to valley leap. 
The vine on high, the willow branch below. 
Mixed in one mighty scene^ with varied beauty glow. 
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XX. 

Then slowly climb the many- winding way^ 
And frequent turn to linger as you go^ 
From loftier rocks new loveliness survey. 
And rest ye at our *' Lady*s house of woe 5"* 
Where frugal monks their little relics show. 
And sundry legends to the stranger tell : 
Here impious men have punished been, and lo ! 
Deep in yon cave Honorius long did dweU, 
In hope to merit Heaven by making earth a Hell. 



XXI. 
And here and there, as up the crags you spring, 
Mark many rude-carved crosses near the path: 
Yet deem not these devotion's ojBFering — 
These are memorials frail of murderous wrath: 
For wheresoe'er the shrieking victim hath 
Poured forth his blood beneath the assassin's knife 
Some hand erects a cross of mouldering lath; 
And grove and glen with thousand such are rife 
Throughout this purple land, where law secures not 
life.3 
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xxn. 

On sloping mounds^ or in the vale beneath^ 
Are domes where whilome kings did make repair ; 
But now the wild flowers round them only breathe ; 
Yet ruined splendour still is lingering there. 
And yonder towers the Prince's palace fair: 
There thou too^ Vathek ! England's wealthiest son^ 
Once formed Ihy Paradise, as not aware 
When wanton Wealth her mightiest deeds hath 
done. 
Meek Peace voluptuous lures was ever wont to shun. 

xxm. 

Here didst thou dwell, here schemes of pleasure 

plan. 
Beneath yon mountain's ever beauteous brow: 
But now, as if a thing unblest by Man, 
Thy fairy dwelling is as lone as thou ! 
Here giant weeds a passage scarce allow 
To haUs deserted, portals gaping wide: 
Fresh lessons to the thinking bosom, how 
Vain are the pleasaunces on earth supplied; 
Swept into wrecks anon by Time's ungentle tide ! 
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XXIV. 

Behold the hall where chiefs were late convened ! ^ 
Oh ! dome displeasing unto British eye ! 
With diadem hight foolscap^ lo! a fiend^ 
A little fiend that scoffs incessantly^ 
There sits in parchment robe arrayed^ and by 
His side is hung a seal and sable scroU^ 
Where blazoned glare names known to chivalry^ 
And sundry signatures adorn the roll^ 
Whereat the Urchin points and laughs with allhis soul. 



XXV. 

Convention is the dwarfish demon styled 
That foiled the knights in Marialva's dome : 
Of brains (if brains they had) he them beguiled. 
And turned a nation's shallow joy to gloom. 
Here Folly dashed to earth the victor's plume. 
And Policy regained what arms had lost: 
For chiefs like ours in vain may laurels bloom ! 
Woe to the conqu'ring, not the conquered host. 
Since baffled Triumph droops on Lusitania's coast ! 
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XXVI. 
And ever since that martial s3rnod met> 
Britannia sickens^ Cintra! at thy name 5 
And folks in office at the mention fret^ 
And fain would blush, ifblushthey could^ for shame. 
How will posterity the deed proclaim ! 
Will not our own and fellow-nations sneer^ 
To view these champions cheated of their fame^ 
By foes in fight o'erthrown, yet victors here^ 
Where Scorn her finger points through many a 
coming year ? 

XXVII. 

So deemed the Childe^ as o'er the motmtains he 
Did take his way in solitary guise : 
Sweet was the scene, yet soon he thought to (Lee, 
More restless than the swallow in the skies: 
Though here awhile he learned to moralize^ 
For Meditation fixed at times on him; 
And conscious Reason whispered to despise 
His early youth, mispent in maddest whim ; 
But as he gazed on truth his aching eyes grew dim. 
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xxvra. 

To horse! to horse! he quits^ for ever quits 
A scene of peace^ though soothing to his soul : 
Again he rouses from his moping fits^ 
But seeks not now the harlot and the howl. 
Onward he flies^ nor fixed as yet the goal 
Where he shall rest him on his pilgrimage; 
And o'er him many changing scenes must roll 
Ere toil his thirst for travel can assuage^ 
Or he shall calm his breast, or learn experience sage. 



XXIX. 

Vet Mafra shall one moment daim delay, ^ 
Where dwelt of yore the Lusian's luckless queen ; 
And church and court did mingle their array. 
And mass and revel were alternate seen ; 
Lordlings and freres — ^ill sorted fry I ween ! 
But here the Babylonian whore hath built 
A dome, where flaunts she in such glorious sheen. 
That men forget the blood which she hath spilt. 
And bow the knee to Pomp that loves to varnish guilt. 
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XXX. 

0*er vales that teem with fruits^ romantic Mils, 
(Qh^ that such hills upheld a freehorn race!) 
Whereon to gaze the eye with joyaunce fills^ 
ChildeHarold wends throughmanyapleasantplace. 
Though sluggards deem it hut a foolish .chase. 
And marvel men should quit their easy chair. 
The toilsome way, and long, long league to trace. 
Oh ! there is sweetness in the mountain air. 
And life, that hloated Sase can never hope to share. 



XXXI. 

More bleak to view the hills at length recede. 
And, less luxuriant, smoother vales extend: 
Immense horizon-bounded plains succeed! 
Far as the eye discerns, withouten end, 
Spain's realms appear whereon her shepherds tend 
Flocks, whose rich fleece right weU the trader 

knows— 
Now must the pastor's arm his lambs defend: 
For Spain is compassed by unyidding foes. 
And all must shield their all, or share Subj ection's woes* 
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Where Luaitania and her sister meet^ 
Deem ye what bounds the rival realms divide? 
Or ere the jealous queens of nations greets 
Doth Tayo interpose his mighty tide? 
Or dark Sierras rise in craggy pride ? 
Or fence of art^ like China's vasty wall? — 
Ne barrier wall^ ne river deq) and wide^ 
Ne horrid crags^ nor mountains dark and tall. 
Riselike the rocks thatpartHispania's land from Gaul: 



xxxm. 

But these between a silver streamlet glides^ 
And scarce a name distinguisheth the brook^ 
Though rival kingdoms press its verdant sides. 
Here leans the idle shepherd on his crook^ 
And vacant on the rippling waves doth look^ 
That peaceful still 'twixt bitterest foemen flow 5 
For proud each peasant as the noblest duke : 
Well doth the Spanish hind the di£ference know 
Twixt him and Lusian slave^ the lowest of the low. ^ 



tmiioL PILGRBCACIB. 29 



XXXIV. 

But ere the mingling bounds have far been passed 
Dark Guadiana rolls his power along 
In sullen billows^ murmuring and vast^ 
So noted ancient roundelays among. 
Whilome upon his banks did legions throng 
Of Moor and knight, in mailed splendour drest : 
Here ceased the swift theirrace^here sunk thestrong; 
The Paynim turban, and the Christian crest 
Mixed on the bleeding stream, by floating hosts 
oppressed. 

XXXV. 

Oh, lovely Spain! renowned, romantic land! 
Where is that standard which Pelagio bore. 
When Cava's traitor-sire first called the band 

« 

Thatdyed thy mountainstreams with Gothic gore ?'' 
Where are those bloody banners which of yore 
Waved o'er thy sons, victorious to the gale. 
And drove at last the spoilers to their shore ? 
Redgleamedthe cross^ and waned thecrescent pale, 
'While Afnc's echoes thrilled witb Moorish matrons' 
wail. 
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XXXVI. 

Teems not each ditty with the glorious tale? 
Ah ! such, alas ! the hero's amplest fate ! 
When granite moulders and when records fail, 
A peasant's plaint prolongs his dubious date. 
Pride ! bend thine eye from heaven to thine estate , 
See how the Mighty shrink into a song! 
Can Volume, Pillar, Pile preserve thee great? 
Or must thou trust Tradition's simple tongue. 
When flattery sleeps with thee, and History does 
thee wrong ? 

XXXVII. 
Awake, ye sons of Spain ! awake! advance! 
Lo ! Chivalry, your ancient goddess. Cries, 
But wields not, as of old, her thirsty lance. 
Nor shakes her crimson plumage in the skies: 
Now on the smoke of blazing bolts she flies. 
And speaks in thunder through yon clone's roar : 
In every peal she calls — '' Awake! arise!" 
Say, is her voice more feeble than of yore. 
When her war*song was heard on Andalusia's shore > 
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XXXVIII. 
Hark ! — heard younotthosehbofe of dreadful note? 
Sounds not the dang* of conflict on the heath } 
Saw ye not whom the reeking sabre smote; 
Nor saved your brethren ere they sank beneath 
Tyrants and tyrants' slaves? — ^the fires of death. 
The bale-fires flash on high:-*from rock to rodt 
Each volley tells that thousands cease to breathe; 
Death rides upon the sulphury Siroc, 
RedBattle stamps his foot^ and nations fSed the shock. 



Lo! where the Giant on the mountain slaiid6« 
His blood-red tresses deep'ning in the sun, 
With death-shot glowing in his fiery hands. 
And eye that scorcheth all it glares upon; 
Restless it rolls, now fixed, and now anon 
Flashing afar, — and at his iron feet 
Destruction cowers to mark what deeds are done; 
For on this mom three potent nations meet. 
To shed before Ids shrine the blood he deems most 
sweet. 
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XL. 

By Heaven ! it is a splendid sight to see 
(For one who hath no friend, no brother there) 
Their rival scarfs of mixed embroidery. 
Their various arms that glitter in the air! 
What gallant war-hounds rouse themfromtheirlairy 
And gnash their fangs, loud yelling for the prey I 
All join the chase, but few the triumph shaie; 
The Grave shall bear the chiefSest priase away. 
And Havoc scarce for joy can number their array. 



XLI. 
.lliree hosts combine to offer sacrifice 3 
Three tongues prefer strange orisons on high; 
Three gaudy standards flout the pale blue skies; 
The shouts are France, Spain, Albion, Victory! 
The foe, the victim, and the fond ally 
Tliat fights for all, but ever fights in vain. 
Are met — as if at home they could not die — 
To feed the crow on Talavera's plain, - 
And fertilize the field that each pretends to gain. 
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XLII. 

There shall they rot^— Ambition's honoured fools ! 
Yes^ Honour decks the turf that wraps their day! 
Vain Sophistry ! in these behold the tools^ 
The broken tools^ that tyrants cast away 
By myriads^ when they dare to pave their way 
With human hearts — to what) — a dream alone. 
Can despots compass aught that hails their sway? 
Or call with truth one span of earth their own. 
Save that wherein at last they crumble bone by bone> 



XLlll. 
Oh^ Albuera! glorious field of grief! 
As o'er thy plain the Pilgrim pricked his steed. 
Who could foresee thee, in a space so brief, 
A scene where mingling foes should boast and bleed ! 
Peace to the perished! may the warrior's meed 
And tears of triumph their reward prolong! 
Tin others fall where other chieftains lead 
Thy name shall circle round the gaping throng. 
And shine in worthless lays^ the theme of transient 



song! 



VOL. I. 
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XLIV. 

Enough of Battle's minions! let them play 
Their game of lives^ and barter breath for fame: 
Fame that will scarce reanimate their clay. 
Though thousands fall to deck some single name. 
In sooth 'twere sad to thwart their noble aim 
Who strike^blest hirelings! for their country's good. 
And die, that living might have proved her shame ^ 
Perished^ perchance, in some domestic feud. 
Or in a narrower sphere wild Rapine's path pursued. 



XLV. 

Full swiftly Harold wends his lonely way 
Where proud Sevilla triumphs unsubdued: 
Yet is she free — the spoiler's wished-for prey! 
Soon, soon shall Conquest's fiery foot intrude. 
Blackening her lovdy domes with traces rude. 
Inevitable hour! 'Gainst fate to strive 
Where Desolation plants her famished brood 
Is vain, or Ilion, Tyre might yet survive. 
And Virtue vanquish all, and Murder cease to thrive. 
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XLVI. 
But aJl unconscious of the coining doom^ 
The feast, the song, the revel here abounds; 
Strange modes of merriment the hours consume, 
Norbleedthese patriots withtheircountry'swounds: 
Not here War*s clarion, but Love*s rebeck sounds; 
Here Folly still his votaries enthralls; 
And young-eyed Lewdness tvalks her midnight 

rounds : 
Girt with the silent crimes of €apital9, 
Still to the last kind Vice clings to the tott'ring walls. 

XLVIl. 
Not so the rustic — ^with his trembling mate 
He lurks, nor casts his heavy eye afar. 
Lest he should view his vineyard desolate. 
Blasted below the dun hot breath of Wiu*. 
No more beneath soft Eve*s consenting star 
Fandango twirls his jocund ciistanet: 
Ah, monarchs ! could ye taste the iliirth ye tnar. 
Not in the toils of Glory wotlM ye ^t; 
The hoarse dull drum wotAd sleep, and Alan be happy 
yet! 

D2 
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XLVIII. 

How carols now the lusty muleteer? 
Of love^ romance^ devotion is his lay^ 
As whilome he was wont the leagues to cheer, 
His quick bells wildly jingling on the way? 
No ! as he speeds, he chaunts 5 " Viva el Rey V* ^ 
And chedks his song to execrate Godoy, 
Ihe royal wittol Charles^ and curse the day 
When firstSpaln'squeenbeheld the black-eyedboy. 
And gore-&ced Treason sprung from her adulterate 

joy. 

XLIX. 
On yon long, level plain, at distance crowned 
With crags> whereon those Moorish turrets rest. 
Wide scattered hoof-marks dint the wounded 

ground; 
And,8cathedbyfire,the green sward'sdarkened vest 
Tells that the foe was Andalusia's guest : 
Here was the camp, the watch-flame, and the host. 
Here the bold peasimt stormed the dragon's nest 3 
StiU does he mark it with triumphant boast, 
Andpointstoyonderdifis^whichoftwerewon and lost. 
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And whomsoe*er along the path you meet 
Bears in his cap the badge of crimson hue^ 
Which tells you whom to shun and whom to greet: ' 
Woe to the man that walks in public view 
Without of loyalty this token true; 
Sharp is the knife, and sudden is the stroke 5 
And sorely would the Gallic foeman rue. 
If subtle poniards, wrapt beneath the doke. 
Could blunt the sabre*s edge, or dear the cannon's 
smoke. 

LI, 
At every turn Morena's dusky height 
Sustains aloft the battery's iron load; 
And, far as mortal eye can compass sight. 
The mountain-howiteer, the broken road. 
The bristling palisade, the fosse o*er-flowed. 
The stationed bands, the never-vacant watdi. 
The magazine in rocky durance stowed. 
The bolstered steed beneath the shed of thatch. 
The ball-piled pyramid^ the ever-bkuing match, '^ 
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HI. 

Portend the de0d8 to come: — ^btit he whose nod 
Has tumbled feebler despots from their sway 
A moment pauseth ere he lifts the rod j 
A little moment deigneth to delay: 
Soon will his legionssweep through these their way; 
The West must own the Scourger of the wwld. 
Ah! Spain! how sad will be thy reckoning-day. 
When aoarsGaul'sVulture, withhis wings unfurled. 
And thoushaltyiew thy sons in crowds toHadeshurled. 



LIIL 

And must they fall ? the young, the proud, thebrave. 
To swell one bloated Chiefs unwholesome reign ? 
No step between submission and a grave ? 
The rise, of rapine and the fall of Spain? 
And doth the Power that man adores cnrdain 
Ttieir doom, nor heed the suppliant's appeal? 
Is all that desperate Valour acts in vain ? 
And Counsel sage» and patriotic Zeal, 
Tlte Veteran's skiU, Youth's fire, and Manhood's 
heart of steel? 
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LIV. 
Is it for this the Spanish maid> aroused^ 
Hangs on the willow her unstrung guitar^ 
And^ all unsexed, the Anlaoe hath espoused, 
Sung the loud song, and dared the deed of war? 
And she^ whom once the semblance of a scar 
Appalled, an owlet's larum chilled with dread. 
Now views the column-scattering bay'net jar. 
The falchion flash, and o'er the yet warm dead 
Stalks with Minerva's step where Mars might quake 
to tread. 

LV. 

Ye who shall marvel when you hear her tale. 
Oh! had you known her in her softer hour. 
Marked her black eye that mocks her coal-black vei ] , 
Heard her light, lively tones in Lady's bower. 
Seen her long locks that foU the painter's power. 
Her fairy form, with more than female grace. 
Scarce would you deem that Saragoza*s tower 
Beheld her smile in Danger's Gorgon face, 
Thinthe closed ranks, andleadinGlory'sfearful chase. 
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LVI. 

Her lover sinks — she sheds no ill-timed tear; 
Her chief is slain — she fills his fatal post ; 
Her fellows flee— she cheeks their base career; 
The foe retires — she heads the sallying host: 
Who can appease like her a lover*s ghost? 
Who can avenge so well a leader's ftdl? 
What maid retrieve whenman'sflushed hopeislost ? 
Who hang so fiercely on the flying Gaul, 
Foiled by a woman's hand, before a battered wall?^^ 



Lvn. 

Yet are Spainls maids no race of Amazons^ 
But formed for all the witching arts of love: 
^ Though thus in arms they emulate her sons, 
And in the horrid phalanx dare to move, 
'Tis but the tender fierceness of the dove 
Faking the hand that hovers o'er her mate : 
In softness as in firmness far above 
Remoter females^ famed for sickening pratej 
Her mind is nobler sure^ her charms percliance as great. 
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Lviir. 

The seal Love's dimpling finger hath impressed 
Denotes how soft that chin which bearshis touch : ^'^ 
Her lips^ whose kisses pout to leave their nest^ 
Bid man be valiant ere he merit such: 
Her glance how wildly beautiful! how much 
Hath Phcebus wooed in vain to spoil her cheeky 
Whichglowsyetsmootherfrom his amorous clutch! 
Who round the North for paler dames would seek > 
How poor their forms appear ! how languid^ wan« 
and weak ! 

LIX. 

Match me, ye climes! which poets love to laudj 
Match me, ye harams of the land! where now 
I strike my strain, far distant, to applaud 
Beauties that ev'n a cynic must avow; 
Match me those Houries, whom ye scarce allow 
To taste the gale lest Love should ride the wind. 
With Spain's dark-glancing daughters<«-deign to 

know^ 
There your wise Prophet*s paradise we find. 
His black-eyed maids of Heaven, angelically kind« 
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LX. 

Oh, thou Parnassus! '^ whom I now survey^ 
Not in the phrenzy of a dreamer's eye. 
Not in the fabled landscape of a lay. 
But soaring snow-dad through thy native sky. 
In the wild pomp of mountain miyesty ! 
"What marvel if 1 thus essay to sing? 
The humblest of thy pilgrims passing by 
Would gladly woo thine Echoes with his string. 
Though from thy heights no more one Muse wiU 
wave her wing. 

LXL 

Oft have I dreamed of Thee ! whose glorious name 
Who knows not, knows not man's divinest lore : 
And now I view thee, 'tis, alas ! with shame 
That I in feeblest accents must adore. 
When I recount thy worshippers of yore 
I tremble, and can only bend the knee; 
Nor raise my voice, nor vainly dare to soar. 
But gaze beneath thy cloudy canopy 
In silent joy to think at last I look on Thee! 



Canto /. PILGRIAIAGK, 43 



LXII. 

Happier in this than jnightiest bards have been» 
Whose fate to distant homes confined their lot^ 
Shall I unmoved behold the hallowed scene^ 
Which others rave of, though they know it not? 
Though here no more Apollo haunts his grot, 
And thou^. the Muses* seat^ art now their grayCj 
Some gentle Spirit still pervades the spot, 
Sighs in the gale^ keeps silence in the cave» 
And glides with glassy foot o*er yon melodious Wave, 



Of thee hereaftert^— Ev'n amidst my strain 
J turned aside to pay my homage here; 
Forgot the land> the sons, the maids of Spain; 
Her fate^ to every freeborn bosom dear^ 
And hailed thee^ not perchance without a tear. 
Now to my theme — but from thy holy haunt 
Let me some remnant, some memorial bear; 
Yield me one leaf of Daphne's deathless plant, 
Nor let thy votary's hope be deejned aA idle vaunt. 
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LXIV. 
But ne*er didst thoii> fair Mount ! when Greece 

was youngs 
See round thy giant base a brighter choir^ 
Nor e'er did Delphi^ when her priestess sung 
The Pythian hymn with more than mortal fire» 
Behold a train more fitting to inspire 
The song of love, than Andalusia's maids, 
Nurst in the glowing lap of soft desire: 
Ah! that to these were given such peaceful shades 
AsGreececanstUlbestoWy though Glory fly her glades. 

LXV. 

Fair is proud Seville; let her country boast 
Her strength, her wealth, her site of ancient days; ^^ 
But Cadiz, rising on the distant coast. 
Calls forth a sweeter, though ignoble praise. 
Ah, Vice ! how soft are thy voluptuous ways! 
While boyish blood is mantling who can 'scape 
The fascination of thy magic gaze? 
A Cherub-hydra round us dost thou gape. 
And mould to every taste thy dear delusive shape. 
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LXVI. 
When Paphos fell by Time— -accursed Time! 
The queen who conquers all must yield to thee — 
The Pleasures lled> but sought as warm a clime; 
And Venus» constant to her native sea^ 
To nought else constant, hither deigned to flee; 
And fixed her Shrine within these walls of white : 
Though not to one dome circumscribeth she 
Her worship^ but^ devoted to her rite, 
A thousand altars rise, for ever blazing bright. 



Lxvn. 

From morn till nighty from night till startledMorn 
Peeps blushing 6n the Revels laughing crew^ 
The song is heard, the rosy garland worn. 
Devices quaint, and frolics ever new. 
Tread on each others kibes. A long adieu 
He bids to sober joy that here sojourns: 
Nought interrupts the riot, though in lieu 
Of true devotion monkish incense burns, 
And Love and Prayer unite, or rule the hour by turns. 
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LXVIIL 
T\ie Sabbalh comes^ a day of blessed rest; 
What hallows it upon this Christian shore? 
Lo! it is sacred to a solemn feast: 
Hark ! heard you not the forest-monarch's roar ? 
Crashing the lance, he snuffs the spouting gore 
Of man and steed, o'erthrown beneath his horn ; 
The thronged Arena shakes with shouts for more ^ 
Yells the mad crowd o'er entrails ft-eshly tom^ 
Nor shrinks the female eye, nor ev'n affects td mourn ^ 



LXIX. 

The seventb day this 5 the jubilee of man* 
London! right well thou know'st the day of prayer : 
Then thy spruce citizen, washed artizan. 
And smug apprentice gulp their weekly air : ' 
Thy ooaeh of Hackney, whiskey, one*horse chair. 
And humblest gig through sundry suburbs whirl. 
To Hampstead, Brentford, Harrow make repair 5 
Till the tired jade the wheel fcMgets to hurl. 
Provoking envious gibe from each pedestrian ChurL 
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LXX. 

Some o^er thy Thamis row the ribboned fair. 
Others along the safer Turnpike fly; 
Some Richmond-hill ascend^ some scud to Ware, 
And many to the steep of Highgate hie. 
Ask ye, Boeotian shades! the reason why?^^ 
'Tis to the worship of the solemn Horn^ 
Grasped in the holy hand of Mystery^ 
In whose dread name both men and maidsaresworn^ 
And consecrate the oath with draughty and dance 
till morn, 

LXXL 

All have their fooleries — not alike are thine^ 
Fair Cadiz^ rising o*er the dark blue sea! 
Soon as the matin bell proclaimeth nine^ 
Thy saint adorers count the rosary : 
Much is the Virgin teazed to shrive them free 
(Well do I ween the only virgin there) 
From crimes as numerous as her beadsmen be^ 
Then to the crowded circus forth they fare. 
Young, old, high, low, at once the same diversion 
share. 
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LXXII. 

The lists are op*d» the spacions area deared. 
Thousands on thousands piled are seated round > 
Long ere the first loud trumpet's note is heard» 
Ne vacant space for lated wight is found : 
Here dons^ grandees^ but chiefly dames abound. 
Skilled in the ogle of a roguish eye. 
Yet ever weU inclined to heal the wound; 
None through their cold disdain are doomed to die. 
As moon-struck bards complain, byLove*s sad archery. 



LXXIII. 

Hushed is the din of tongues — on gallant steeds. 
With milk-white crest, gold spur, and light-poised 

lance. 
Four cavaliers prepare for venturous deeds. 
And lowly bending to the lists advance; 
Rich are their scarfs, their chargers featly prance : 
If in the dangerous game they shine to-day. 
The crowds loud shout and ladies lovely glance. 
Best prize of better acts, they bear away. 
And all that kings or chiefs e'er gain their toils repay. 
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LXXIV. 

In costly sheen and gaudy cloak arrayed. 
But all afoot, the light'-limhed Matadore 
Stands in the centre, eager to invade 
The lord of lowing herds; but not before 
The ground, with cautious tread, is traversed o'er. 
Lest aught unseen should lurk to thwart his speed : 
His arms a dart, he fights aloof, nor more 
Can man achieve without the friendly steed, 
Alas \ too oft condemned for him to bear and bleed* 



LXXV- 

Thrice sounds the clarion ; lo ! the signal fallsj 
The den expands, and Expectation mute 
Gapes round the silent Circle's peopled walls. 
Bounds with one lashing spring the mighty brute. 
And,, wildly staring, spurns, with sounding foot^ 
The sand, nor blindly rushes on his foe : 
Here, there, he points his threatening front, to suit 
His first attack, wide waving to and fro 
His angry tail ; red rbUs his eye*8 dilated glow. 
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Lxxvr^ 

Sudden he stops 5 bis eye is fixed: awaj^ 
Away^ thou heedless boy! prepare tiie spear: 
Now is thy lime, to perish, or display 
The skill that yet may check his mad career. 
With ^vell-thned croupe the nimble coursers veer ; 
On foams the bull, but not unscathed he goes^ 
Streams:from his flank the crimson torrent dear: 
He flies, he wheels, distracted wUh his throes ; 
Dart follows dart; lance, laacer; loud beHowings 
speak his woes. 

LXXVII. 

.^ain he oaases ; nor dart nor lance avail. 
Nor the wild plimging of the tbrtuied horse; 
Though man and man's avenging arms assa^. 
Vain are his weapons, vainer is his force. 
One gallant steed is stretched a mangled corse ; 
Another, hideous sight! unseamed appears. 
His gory chest unveils life's pimting source. 
Though death-struck still hisfeebleframehe rears. 
Staggering, but stemming all, his lord unbanned he 
bears. 
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Lxxvin. 

Foiled^ bkeding^ breathleas^ fiirioua to the last^ 
Fni^ in the centre stands the bull at bay^ 
Mid "wounds^ and dinging darts, and lances brast^ 
And foes disabled in the brutal fraj: 
And now the Matadores around him play. 
Shake the red doak, and poise the ready brand: 
Once more through all he bursts his thundering 

way — 
Vain rage! the mantle quits the conynge hand. 
Wraps his fierce eye — ^'tispast — ^he sinks upon the sand! 



LXXDC. 
Where his vast neck just mingles with the spifle. 
Sheathed in his form the deadly weapon lies. 
He stops— -he starts — disdaining to decline: 
Slowly he faUs, amidst triumphant cries. 
Without a groan, vrithout a struggle dies. 
The decorated car appears-— on high 
The corse is piled — sweet sight for vulgar eyes-r- 
Four steeds that spurn the rein, as swift as shy. 
Hurl the dark bulk along, jK^arce seen in dashing by. 

s 2 
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LXXX. 

Such the ungentle sport that oft imdtes 
The Spanish maid, and cheers the' Spanish swain. 
Nurtured in blood betimes, his heart delights 
In vengeance, gloating on another's pain. 
What private feuds the troubled village stain ! 
Though noivonephalanxed host should meet thefoe. 
Enough, alas ! in humble homes remain. 
To meditate 'gainst friends the secret blow. 
For some slight cause of wrath, whence life's warm 
stream must flow. 

LXXXT. 

But Jealousy has fled : his bars, his bolts. 
His withered centinel. Duenna sage! 
And all whereat the generous soul revolts. 
Which the stern dotard deemed he could encage. 
Have passed to darkness with the vanished age. 
Who late so free as Spanish girls were seen, 
(Ere War uprose in his volcanic rage). 
With braided tresses bounding o'er the green. 
While on the gay dance shone Night's lover-loving- 
Queen? 



Xantd J. ' PIIiCaiMAGE. 53 



.irxxxir. 

Oh ! many a time^ and oft^ had Harold loved^ 
Or dreamed he loved, since Rapture is a dream ; 

, But now his wayward hosom was unmoved^ 
. iFor not yet had he drunk of Lethe*s stream ^ 
And lately had he learned with truth to deem 

. Xiove has no gift so grateful as his wings : 
How fair^ how youngs how soft soe'er he seem^ 
Full from the fount of Joy's, delicious springs 

•Some bitter o'er the flowers its bubblingyenomfiings J*^ 



Lxxxni. 

Yet to the beauteous form he was not blind^ 
Though now it moved him as it moves the wise^ 
Not that Philosophy on such a mind 
E'er deigned to bend her chastely-awful eyes : 
But Passion raves herself to rest, or flies ; 
And Vice> that digs her ow,n voluptuous tomb^ 
Had buried long his hopes, no more to rise: 
Pleasure's palled victim ! life-abhorring gloom 
Wrpte on his faded brow cur/st Cain's unresting doom. 
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LXXXIV. 

Still he beheld, nor mingled with the throng; 
But Tie'wed them not with misanthropic hate: 
Fain would he now have joined the dance> the song; 
But who may smile that sinks beneath his faJte} 
Nought that he saw his sadness could abate: 
Yet once he struggled 'gainst the demon's sway. 
And as in Beauty's bower he pensive sate. 
Poured forth this unpremeditated lay, 
Tocharmsas fair as those that soothed his happier daj. 



TO INEZ. 

1. 

Nay, smile not at my suUen brow, 

Alas! I cannot smile again; 
Yet heaven avert that ever thou 

Shouldst weep, and haply weep in vain. 
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2, 

And dost thou ask> what secret woe 
I bear> corroding joy and youtli? 

And wilt thou vainly seek to know 
A pang, ^y'n thou must fail to ^ooAe? 



It is not love^ it is not hate^ 
Nor low Ambition'3 honouffs ioat> 

That bids me Ipnihe «ay preeoit state, 
Ai»d tfy fiHwa liU I jprized ibe moat:. 



4. 
It is that wearineas which springs 

From all I ooeet, or hear, or see: 

To me JK) pleasure Beauty brings ; 

Thine .^es have scarce a charm £or me. 
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5. 
It is tliat settled^ ceaseless gloom 

The fabled Hebrew wanderer bore$ 
That will not look beyond the tomb. 

But cannot hope for rest before. 



6. 
What Exile from himself can flee? 

To Zones, though more and more remote^ 
Still, still pursues, where-e'er 1 be. 

The blight of life— the demon. Thought. 



7. 

Yet others rapt in pleasure seem. 

And taste of all that I forsake j 
Oh ! may they still of transport dream. 
And ne'er, at least like me, awake! 
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6. 
Throu^ many a dime 'tis mine to go> 

With many a retrospection curst} 
And all my solace is to know> 

Whate'er betides^ 1 Ve known the worst. 



9. 

What is that worst? Nay do not ask- 
In pity from the search forbear: 

Smile on — nor venture to unmask 
Man*s heart> and view the Hell that*s there. 
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LXXXV. 

Adieu> fair Cadiz ! yea,, a long adien! 
Who may forget how well iihj walls hare stood? 
When all were changing thou alone wert lrue> 
First to be free and kst to be sufadttfid: 
And if amidst a scene^ a shock so rude^ 
Some native blood was seen thy streets to die; 
A traitor only fell beneath the feud : ^'' 
Here all were noble^ save Nobility; 
None hugged a Conqueror's chain, save fatten Chi- 
valry! 

hXXKVh 

Such be the sons of Spain^ and strange her fate ! 
They fight for freedom who were never free j 
A Kingless people for a nerveless state. 
Her vassals combat when their chieftains flee. 
True to the veriest slaves of Treachery: 
Fond of a land which gave them nought but life. 
Pride points the path that leads to Liberty; 
Back to the struggle, baffled in the strife. 
War, war is still the cry, '' War even to the knife!" ** 
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LXXXVII. 
Ye^ who would more of Spain and Spaniards know^ 
Go, read whate*er is writ of bloodiest strife: 
Whatever keen Vengeance urged on foreign fi>e 
Can act, is acting there against man's lifet 
From flashing scimitar to secret knife. 
War mouldeth there each weapon to his n/eed— < 
So may he guard the sister and the wife. 
So may he make each curst oppressor bleed. 
So may such foes d^erve the most remorseless deed ! 



LXXXVIII. 
Flows there a tear of pity for the dead? 
Look o*er the ravage of the reeking plain; 
Look on the hands with female slaughter red; 
Then to the dogs resign the unburied slain, 
Tlien to the vulture let each corse rismain; 
Albeit unworthy of the prey-bird*8 maw. 
Let their bleached bones, and blood's unbleacbing 

stain. 
Long mark the battle-field with hideous awe : 
Thus only may our sons conceive the scenes we saw ! 
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. LXXXIX. 

Nor yet> alas ! the dreadful work is don6> 
Fresh legions pour adown the Pyrenees ; 
It deepens stilly the work is scarce begun. 
Nor mortal eye the distant end foresees. 
Fall'n nations gaze on Spain ; if freed^ she frees 
More than her fell Pizarros once enchained. 
Strange retribution ! now Columbia's ease 
Repairs the wrongs that Quito's sons sustained, 
AVhile ^*er the parent dime prowls Murder un- 
restrained. 

XC. 

Not all the blood at Talavera shed. 
Not all the marvels of Barossa's fight. 
Not Albuera lavish of the dead. 
Have won for Spain her well asserted right. 
When shall her Olive-Branch be free from blight ? 
When shall she breathe her from the blushing toil ? 
How many a doubtful day shall sink in night. 
Ere the Frank robber turn him from his spoil. 
And Freedom's stranger-tree grow native of the soil ! 
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XGI. 
And thou, my friend ! '^ — since unaviiiling woe 
Bursts from my hearty and mingles with the strain- 
Had the sword laid thee with the mighty low. 
Pride might forbid ev'n Friendship to complain : 
But thus unlaureled to descend in vain. 
By aU forgotten, saye the lonely brea^. 
And mix unbleeding with the boasted slain. 
While Glory crowns so many a meaner crest ! 
What hadst thou done to sink so peBucefully to rest^ 



XCIL 

Oh, known the earliest, and esteemed the most! 
Dear to a heart where nought was left so dear! 
Though to my hopeless days for ever lost. 
In dreams deny me not to see thee here ! 
And Morn in secret shall renew the tear 
Of Consciousness awaking to her woes. 
And Fancy hover o*er thy bloodless bier. 
Till my frail frame return to whence it rose. 
And mourned and mourner lie united in repose. 
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XCIII. 

Here is one fytte of Harold's pilgrimages 
Ye who of him may further aedc to koovr^ 
Shall find some tidings in a fdture page> 
If he that rhymeth now may scribble moe. 
Is this too much? stern Critic! say not so: 
Patience! uid ye shall hear what he beheld 
In ether lands^ where he was doomed to go: 
Lands that contain the monmnents of Eld, 
Ere Greece and Grecian arts by barbaroui hvnds 
were quelled. 



END OV CANTO I. 



CANTO II. 



it^fXtft W^toWfi t^afititnase^ 



A ROMAUNT. 



CANTO !!• 
I. 

C OM B^ blue-eyed maid of heaven I-^butthou^ alas t 
Didat never yet one mortal song inspire— 
Goddess of Wisdom ! here thy temple was> 
And is^ despite of war and wasting fire^' 
And years^ that bade thy worship to expire : 
But worse than steely and flame^ and ages slow^ 
Is the dread sceptre and dominion dire 
Of men who never felt the sacred glow 
That thoughts of thee and thine on polished l»'easts 
bestow,' 

VOL. I. F 
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II. 

Aixrieat of days! august Athena! where^ 
Where are thy men of might? thy grand in soul? 
Gone — glimmering through the dream of things 

that were : 
First in the race that led to Glory's goal. 
They won, and passed away — is this the whole? 
A school-hoy *s tale, the wonder of an hour! 
The warrior's weapon and the sophist's stole 
Are sought in vain, ando'er eaich mouldering tower. 
Dim with themistof years, greyflits the shade of power. 

III. 
Son of the morning, rise! approach you here! 
Come — ^hut molest not yon defenceless urn: 
Look on this spot— -a ni^Qi^*s sepulchre! 
Abode of gods, whose shrines no longer bora. 
Even gods must yield — ^reUgions take th^ turn : 
'Twas Jove's— 'tis Mahomet's — and other creeds 
Will rise with other years, till man shall learn 
Vainly his incense soars, his victiim bleeds; 
Po(»r child <tf Doubt and Death, whose hope is built 
on reeds. 
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IV. 

Bound to the earthy he lifts his eye to heaven — 
Is't not enough^ unhappy thing! to know 
Thou art? Is this a boon so kindly given^ 
That being, thou wouldst be again, and go. 
Thou know'st not, reck'st not to what region, so 
On earth no more, but mingled with the skies? 
Still wilt thou dream on future joy and woe? 
Regard and weigh yon dust before it flies: 
That little urn saith more than thousand homiHeiif. 



V. 
Or burst the vanished Hero's lofty mound; 
Far on the solitary shore he sleeps:^ 
He fell, and falling nations mourned around $y 
But now not one of saddening thousands weeps, 
N<Nr warlike- worshipper his vigil keeps 
Where demi-gods appeared, as records tell. 
Remove yon skull from out the scattered heaps : 
Is that a temple where a God may dwdl? 
Whyev'n the worm at Hast dlsdiaas her shattered cell! 

F 2 
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VL 

Look on its broken arch^ its ruined wall. 
Its chambers desolate^ and portals foul: 
Yes, this was once Ambition's airy hall^ 
The dome of Thought, the palace of the Soul: 
Behold through each lack-lustre, eyeless hole. 
The gay recess of Wisdom and of Wit 
And Passion's host, that never brooked control: 
Can all, saint, sage, or sophist ever writ. 
People this lonely tower, this tenement refit? 



VII. 

Well didst thou speak, Athena's wisest son ! 

** All that we know is, nothing can be known." 

Why should we shrink from what we cannot shun? 

Bach has his pang, but feeble sufferers groan 

With brain-born dreams of evil all their o'wn. 

Pursue what Chance or Fate prodaimeth best; 
: Peace waits us on the shores of Acheron: 

There no forced banquet claims the sated guest. 
But Silence spreads the couch of ever wekome rest. 
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VIII. 

Yet if, as holiest men have deemed^ there be 
A land of souls beyond that sable shore. 
To shame the doctrine of the Sadducee 
And sophists, madly Vain of dubious lore; 
How sweet it were in concert to adore 
With those who made our mortal labours light ! 
To hear each voice we feared to hear no more ! 
Behold each mighty shade revealed to sight. 
The Bactrian, Samian sage, and all who taught the 
right! 

IX. 
There, thou! — whose love and life together fled. 
Have left me here to love and live in vain — 
Twined with my heart, and can I deem thee dead. 
When busy Memory flashes on my brain? 
Well — ^I wiU dream that we may meet again. 
And woo the vision to my vacant breast: 
If aught of young Remembrance then remain. 
Be as it may Futurity's behest, 
For me 'twere bliss enough to know thy spirit blest! 
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X. 

Here let me sit upon this massy stone^ 
The marble column's yet unshaken base; 
Here^ son of Saturn! was thy fav'rite throne:^ 
Mightiest of many such ! Hence let me trace 
The latent grandeur of thy dwelling place. 

' It may not be : nor ev'n can Fancy's eye 
Bestore what Time hath laboured to deface. 
Yet these proud pillars claim no passing sigfa^ 

Unmoved the Moslem sits^ the light Greek carols by. 



XI. 

But who^ of all the plunderers of yon fane 
On high^ where Pallas lingered, loth to flee 
The latest relic of her ancient reign 3 
The last, the worst, dull spoiler, who was he? 
Blush, Caledonia! such thy son could be! 
England ! I joy no child he was of thine: 
Thy free-born men should spare what once was free; 
Yet they could violate each saddening shrine. 
And bear these altars o*er the longnrductant brine.^ 
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XII. 

But most the modern Pict*s ignoble boast. 
To rive whatGoth, andTurk, andTime hath spared:/ 
Cold as the crags upon his native coast. 
His mind as barren and his heart as hard. 
Is he whose head conceived, whose hand prepared. 
Aught to displace Athena's poor remains : 
Her sons too weak the sacred shrine to guard. 
Yet felt some portion of their mother's pains,** 
And never knew, till then, the weight of Despot's 
chains. 

XIII. 
What! shall it e^er be said by British tongue, 
Albion was happy in Athena's tears? 
Though in thy name the slaves her bosom wrung. 
Tell not the deed to blushing Europe's earsj 
The ocean queen, the free Britannia bears 
The last poor plunder from a bleeding land : 
Yes, she, whose gen'rous aid her name endears, 
' Tore down those remnants- with a Harpy's hand. 
Which envious Eld forbore^ and tyrants left to stand. 
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sav. 

AVhere was thine ^gis> Pallas! tbat appalled 
Stern Alaric and Havoc on their way?^ 
Where Peleus' son ? whom Hell in vain enthralled. 
His shade from Hades upon that dread day. 
Bursting to light in terrible array ! 
What ! could not Pluto spare the chief once more. 
To scare a second robber from his prey? 
Idly he wandered on the Stygian shore. 
Nor now preserved the walls he loved to shield before. 



XV. 

Cold is the heart, fair Greece ! that looks on thee. 
Nor feels as lovers o'er the dust they loved; 
Dull is the eye that will not weep to see 
Thy walls defaced, thy mouldering shrines removed 
By British hands, which it had best behoved 
To guard those relics ne'er to be restored. 
Curst be the hour when from their isle they roved^ 
And once again thy hapless bosom gored. 
And snatched thy shrinking Gods to northern climes 
abhorred ! 
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XVI. 

But where is Harold? shall J then forget 

To urge the gloomy wanderer o'er the wave? 

Little recked he of all that men regret; 

No loved-one now in feigned lament could rave; 

No friend the parting hand extended gave» 
; Ere the cold stranger passed to other climes: 

Hard is his heart whom charms may not enslave; 

But Harold felt not as in other times> 
And Ijcft without a sigh the land of war and crimes. 



XVII. 
He that has sailed upon the dark blue sea, 
: Has viewed at times^ I ween^ a full fair sight; 
When the fresh breeze is fair as breeze may he. 
The white sail set, the gallant frigate tight; , 
Masts, spires, and strand retiring to the rights 
The glorious main expanding o*er the bow> 
The convoy spread like wild swans in their flight. 
The dullest sailer wearing bravely now. 
So gaily curl the waves before each dashing prow. 
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xvm. 

And oh, tlie little warlike world within! 
The well-reeved guns, the netted canopy,^ 
The hoarse command^ the husy humming din. 
When, at a word, the tops are manned on high: 
Hark to the Boatswain's call, the cheering cry! 
While through the seaman's hand the tackle glides; 
Or school-hoy Midshipman that, standing by. 
Strains his shrill pipe as good or ill betides. 
And well the docile crew that skilful urchin guides. 



XIX. 

White is the glassy deck, without a stain. 
Where on the watch the staid Lieutenant walks : 
Look on that part which sacred doth remain 
For the lone chieftain, who miyestic stalks. 
Silent and feared by all — not oft he talks 
With aught beneath him, if he would preserve 
That strict restraint, which broken, ever balks 
Conquest and Fame : but Britons rarely swerve 
From Law, however stern, which tends ihek 
strength to nerve. 
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XX. 

Blow ! swiftly blow^ Ikou keel-compelling gale! 
Till the broa4 sun withdraws his lessening ray; 
Then must the pennant-bearer slacken sail^ 
That lagging barks may make their lazy way. 
Ah ! grievance sore, and listless dull delay> 
To waste on sluggish hulks the sweetest breeze ! 
What leagues are lost before the dawn of day> 
Thus loitering pensive on the willing seas^ 
•Thefiappingsailhauleddowntohaltforlogslikethese! 



XXI. 

The moon is upj by Heaven a lovely eve! 
-Long streams of light o'er dancing waves expand ; 
Now lads on shore may sigh> and maids believe : 
Such be our fate when we return to land ! 
Meantime some rude Arion's restless hand 
Wakes the brisk harmony that sailors love; 
A circle there of merry listeners standi 
Or to some well-known measure featly move, 
Thoughtless^ as if on shore they still were free to rove. 
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XXII. 

; Through Calpe's straits survey the steepy shore; 
Europe and Afric on each other gaze! 
Lands of the dark-eyed Maid and dusky Moor 
Alike beheld beneath pale Hecate's blaze : 
How softly on the Spanish shore she {days^ 
Disclosing rock, and slope, and forest brown^ 
Distinct, though darkening with her waning phase 5 
But Mauritania's giant-shadows frown. 

From mountain-cliffto coastdescendingsombredown. 



XXIII. 
Tis night, when Meditation bids us feel 
We once have loved, though love is at an end ; 
The heart, lone mourner of its baffled zeal, 
Though friendless now, will dream it had a friend. 
Who with the weight of years would wish to bend. 
When Youth itself survives young Love and Joy ? 
Alas ! when mingling souls forget to blend,. 
Death hath but little left him to destroy I 
Ah ! happy years ! once more who would not be a boy? 
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XXIV. 

Thus bending o'er the vessers laving side^ 
To gaze on Dian's wave-reflected sphere ^ 
The soul forgets her schemes of Hope and Pride, 
And flies unconscious o'er each backward year. 
None are so desolate but something dear> 
Dearer tlian self, possesses or possessed 
A thought, and claims the homage of a tear; 
A flashing pang! of which the weary breast 
Would still, albeit in vain, the heavy heart divest. 



^^ • 

To sit on rocks, to muse o'er flood and fell. 
To slowly trace the forest's shady scene. 
Where things that own not man's dominion dwell. 
And mortal foot hath ne'er, or rarely been; 
To dimb the trackless mountain all unseen. 
With the wild flock that never needs a fold^ 
Alone o'er steeps and foaming falls to lean; 
This is not solitude; 'tis but to hold 
Converse with Nature's channs, and view her stored 
unrolled. 
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XXVI. 

But midst the crowd> the hxan', the aliock of men. 
To hear, to see, to feel, and to possess. 
And roam along, the world's tired denizen. 
With none who bless us, none whom we can bkss; 
Minions of splendour shrinking from distress! 
None that, with kindred consciousness endued. 
If we were not, would seem to smUe the less 
Of all that flattered, followed, sought and sued -, 
This is to be alone^ this, this is solitude! 



xxvn. 

More blest the life of godly Eremite, 
Such as on lonely Athos may be seen. 
Watching at Eve upon the giant h^ht. 
Which looks o'er waves so blue, skies so serene. 
That he who tiiere at such an hour hath been 
Will wistful linger on that hallowed spot; 
Then slowly tear him from the 'witching scene. 
Sigh forth one wish that such had been his lot. 
Then tum4o hate a woild he had afanost forgot. 
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XXVIII. 

Pass- we the long, unvarying course^ the trade 
Oft: trod> thiLt never leaves a trace behind; 
Pass we the cahn> the gaLe> the change, the tack, 
And .each well known caprice oi wave and wind; 
Pass we the jays and sorrows sailors find. 
Cooped in thdr winged sea-girt citadel; 
The foul, the fair, the contrary, the kind. 
As breeses rise and fall and billows sweUL, 
TQI on some jocund inorn*-lo, land ! and all is weU; 



XXIX. 
But not ia silence pass Calypso's isles, '^ 
The sister tenants of the middle deep ; 
There for the J^eary still a haven smiles. 
Though the Jair^goddess long hath ceaised to weep. 
And o'er her cliffs a/fhiitless watch to keep 
For him who dared. prefer a mortal bride: 
Here, too, hia hsKfs ^m^fti t^ 4rea4fiil leap * 
Stern Mentor uig^ |Ei)c^high:to jfonder tide; . 
Whjle thus of both hstehi tte nymph-^queen doubly 
sighed. 
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XXX. 

Her reign is past^ her gentle glories gone* 
But trust not this ; too easy youths beware ! 
A mortal sovereign holds her dangerous throne^ 
And thou may'st find a new Calypso there. 
Sweet Florence! could another ever share 
This wayward, loveless heart, it would be thine: 
But checked by every tie, I may not dare 
To cast a worthless offering at thy shrine. 
Nor ask so dear a breast to feel one pang for mine. 



XXXL 

Thus Harold deemed, as on that lady's eye 
He looked, and met its beam without a thought. 
Save Admiration glancing harmless by: 
Love kept aloof, albeit not far remote. 
Who knew his votary often lost and caught. 
But knew him as his worshipper no more. 
And ne'er again the boy his bosom sought: 
Since now he vainly urged him to adore. 
Well deemed the litQe God his ancient sway was o'en 



CofUoIL PILGRIM AGB. 61" 



XXXII. 

. Fair Florence found, in sooth with some amaze^ 
One whOj 'twas said^ still sighed to all he saw^ 
Withstand^ unmoved, the lustre of her gaze> 
Which others hailed with real, or mimic awe, 
Their hope, their doom^ their punishment, theirlaw; 
All that gay Beauty from her bondsmen claims: 
And much she marvelled that a youth so raw 
Nor felt, nor feigned at leasts the of t*told flames, 
"Whichy though sometimes they frown, yet rarely 
anger dames. 

XXXIII. 
Little knew she that seeming marble-hearty 
Now masked in silence or withheld by pride. 
Was not unskilful in the spoiler's art, 
And spread its snares Jicentious far and wide; 
Nor from the base pursuit had turned aside, 
As long as aught was worthy to pursue: 
But Harold on such arts no more relied > 
And had he doated on those eyes so blue, 
Yet never would he join .the lover's whining crew. 

VOL. I, O 
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XXXIV. 

Not much he kens, I ween, of woman's breast. 
Who thinks that wanton thing \a won by sighs; 
What careth she for hearts when once possessed? 
Do proper homage to thine idol's eyes; 
But not too humbly, or she will despise 
Thee and thy suit, though told in moving tropes : 
Disguise eVn tenderness, if thou art wise; 
Brisk Confidence still best with woman oopes; 
Pique her and soothe in turn, soon Passion crowns 
thy hopes. 

XXXV. 

Tis an old lesson; Time approves it true. 
And those who know it best, deplore it most; 
When all is won that all desire to woo. 
The paltry prize is hardly worth the cost: 
Youth wasted, minds degraded, honour lost^ 
These are thy fruits, successful Passion! these! 
If, kindly cruel, early Hope is crost. 
Still to the last it rankles, a disease. 
Not to be cured when Love itself forgets to please. 
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XXXVL 

Away! nor let me loiter in my i3ong> 
For we have many a mountain-path to treads 
And many a varied shore to sail along^ 
By pensive Sadness> not hy Fiction> led--« 
Climes^ fair withal as ever mortal head 
Imagined in its little schemes of thought) 
Or e'er in new Utopias were ared, 
To teach man what he might he> or he ought| 
If that corrupted thing could ever such be taught« 



XXXVIh 
Dear Nature is the kindest mother stiUi 
Though alway changing> in her aspect mild^ 
From her bare bosom let me take my fill> 
Her never- weaned> though not her favoured chi]d< 
Oh! she is fairest in her features wild> 
Where nothing polished dares pollute her path>t 
To me by day or night she ever smiled> 
Though I have marked her when none other hath> 
And sought her more and more> and loved her best- 
in wrath. 

o*» 
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xxxvin. 

Land of Albania ! where Iskander rose> 
Theme of the young, and beacon of the wise. 
And he his name-sake, whose oft-baffled foes 
Shrunk from his deeds of chivaLrous emprize: 
Land of Albania! '^ let me bend mine eyes 
On thee, thou rugged nurse of savage men! 
The cross descends, thy minarets arise. 
And the pale crescent sparkles in the glen, 
Throvghmany a cypress grove within each city's ken* 



XXXIX. 

Childe Harold sailed, and passed the barren spot> ^* 
Where sad Penelope o*erlooked the wave; 
And onward viewed the mount, not yet forgot. 
The lover*s refuge, and the Lesbian's grave. 
Dark Sappho ! could not verse immortal save 
That breast imbued with such immortal fife? 
Could she not live who life eternal gave? 

' If life eternal may await the l3rre. 

That only Heaven to which Earth's children may 
aspire. 
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XL. 
'Twas on a Grecian autumn's gentle eve 
Childe Harold hailed Leucadia's cape afar j 
A spot he longed to see, nor cared to leave: 
Oft did he mark the scenes of vanished war, 
Actium, Lepanto, fatal Trafalgar }^^ 
Mark them unmoved, for he would not delight 
(Born heneath some remote inglorious star) 
In themes of bloody fray, or gallant fight. 
But loathed the bravo's trade, and laughed at martial 
wight. 

XLL 
But when he saw the evening star above 
Leucadia's far«projecting rock of woe, 
And hailed the last resort of fruitless love, ^* 
He felt, or deemed he felt, no common glow : 
And as the stately vessel glided slow 
Beneath the shadow of that ancient mount, 
H* watched the billows* melancholy flow. 
And, sunk albeit in thought as he was wont. 
More i^acid seemed his eye, and smooth his pallid front. 
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XLH. 

Morn dawns 3 and with it stem Albania's hiUs, 
Dark Sulis' rocks, and Pindus' inland peak. 
Robed half in mist, bedewed with snowy FiUsj 
Arrayed in many a dun and purple streak. 
Arise 3 and, as the clouds along them break. 
Disclose the dwelling of the mountaineer: 
Here roams the wolf, the eagle whets his beak. 
Birds, beasts of prey, and wilder men appear^ 
And gathering storms around convulse the dosing 
year, 

XLIII, 

Now Harold felt himself at length alone. 
And bade to Christian tongues a long adieu i 
Now he adventured on a shore unknown. 
Which all admire, but many dread to view : 
His breast was armed'gainstfate^his wants were few; 
Pedl he sought not, but ne'er shrank to meet. 
The scene was savage, but the scene was new; 
This made the ceaseless toil of travel sweety 
Beat back keen winter's blasts and welcomed sum- 
mer's heat. 
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XLIV. 

Here the red cross^ for still the cross is here^ 
Though sadly scoffed at by the circumcised^ 
Forgets that pride to pampered Priesthood dear 3 
Churchman and votary alike despised. 
Foul Superstition ! howsoe'er disguised^ 
Idol^ saints virgin^ prophet^ crescent^ oross^ 
For whatsoever symbol thou art prized^ 
Thou sacerdotal gain^ but general loss! 
Who from true worship's gold can separate thy dross? 



XLV. 

Ambracia's gulph behold^ where once was lost 
A world for woman^ lovely^ harmless thing! 
In yonder rippling bay^ their naval host 
Did many a Roman chief and Asian king^^ 
To doubtful conflict^ certain slaughter bring: 
Look where the second Caesar's trophies rose! '^ 
NoWj like the hands that reared them^ withering: 
Imperial Anarchs^ doubling hujnan woes! 
God ! was thy globe ordained for such to win and lose? 
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XLVI. 

From the dark barriers of that rugged clime, 
Ev'n to the centre of lUyria's vales, 
Childe Harold passed o*er many a mount sublii|ie> 
Through lands scarce noticed in historic tales > 
Yet in famed Attica such lovely dales 
Are rarely seen j nor can fair Tempe boast 
A charm they know not^ loved Parnassus fails^ 
Though classic ground and consecTcited most^ 
To match some spots that lurk within this lowering 
coast. 

XLVII. 

He passed bleak Pindus^ Acherusia's lake^^'^ 
And left the primal city of the land^ 
And onwards did his further journey take 
To greet Albania's chief, ^^ whose dread command 
Is lawless law 5 for with a bloody hand 
He sways a nation, turbulent and bold : 
Yet here and there some daring mountain-band 
Disdain his power, and from their rocky hold 
Hurl their defiance far, nor yield, unless to goldJ^ 
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XLVIII. 
Monastic Zitza!^^ from thy shady brow^ 
Thou small, but favoured spot of holy ground] 
Where'er we gaze, around, above, below. 
What rainbow tints, what magic charms are found t 
Rock, river, forest, mountain, all abound. 
And bluest skies that harmonize the whole: 
Beneath, the distant torrent's rushing sound 
Tells where the volumed cataract doth roll 
Between those hanging rocks, that shock yet please 
the soul. 

XLIX. 

Amidst the grove that crowns yon tufted hill. 
Which, were it not for many a mountain nigh 
Rising in lofty ranks, and loftier stilly 
Might well itself be deemed of dignity. 
The convent's white walls glisten fair on high : 
Here dwells the caloyer,** nor rude is he. 
Nor niggard of his cheery the passer by 
Is welcome still ; nor heedless will he flee 
From hence, if he delight kind Nature's sh^n to see. 



go CHIJLDB HAROtB's Canto Hi 



L. 

Here in the sultriest season let him rest^ 
Fresh is the green beneath those aged trees 3 
Here winds of gentlest wing will fan his breast. 
From heaven itself he may inhale the breeze : 
The plain is far beneath — oh ! let him seize 
Pure pleasure while he can; the scorching ray 
Here pierceth not^ impregnate with disease: 
Then let his length the loitering pilgrim lay^ 
And gazci untired^ the mdm> the noon, the eve away. 



LI. 
Dusky and huge, enlarging on the sight. 
Nature's volcanic amphitheatre,'' 
Chimsra's alps extend from left to right: 
Beneath, a living valley seems to stir; 
Flocksplay, trees wave,streamsfiow,themountain- 
Nodding above: behold black Acheron f [fir 
Once consecrated to the sepulchre. 
Pluto! if this be hell I look upon. 
Close shamed Elysium's gates, my shade shall seek 
for none! 
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Ne city's towers pollute the lovely viewj 
Unseen is Yanina^ though not remote. 
Veiled by the screen of hills : here men are fewj 
Scanty the hamlet, rare the lonely cot; 
But, peering down each precipice, the goat 
Browsethj and^ pensive o*er his scattered flock. 
The little shepherd in his white capote"* 
Doth lean his boyish form along the rock. 
Or in his cave awaits the tempest's short-lived shock, 



LIII. 

Oh! where, Dodona! is thine aged grove. 
Prophetic fount, and oracle divine? 
What vaUey echoed the response of Jove? 
^Vhat trace remaineth of the thunderer's shrine? 
All^ all forgotten — and shall man repine 
That his frail bonds to fleeting life are broke? 
Cease, fool! the fate of gods may well be thine; 
Wouldst thou survive the marble or the oak? 
When nations, tongues, and worlds must sink be- 
neath the stroke ! 
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Epirui* bovnds recede, and mountains fail; 
Tired of «p-gazing still, the wearied eye 
Reposes gladly on as smooth a vale 
As ever Spring yclad in grassy dye: 
Ev'n on a plain no humble beauties lie, 
Where some bold river breaks the long expanse. 
And woods along the banks are waving high. 
Whose shadows in the glassy waters dance. 
Or with the moon-beam sleep in midnight's solemn 
trance. 

The Sun had sunk behind vast Tomerit,^ 
And Laos wide and fierce came roaring by;^ 
The shades of wonted night were gathering yet, 
When, down the steep banks winding warily, 
Childe Harold saw, like meteors in the sky. 
The glittering minarets of Tepalen, 
Whose wallso'erlook the stream -, and drawing nigh. 
He heard the busy hum of warrior-men 
Swelling the breeze that sighed along the length- 
ening glen. 
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LVI. 
He pass^ the sacred Haram*s silent tower. 
And underneath the wide o'erarching gate 
Surveyed the dwelling of this chief of power^ 
Where all around proclaimed his high estate. 
Amidst no common pomp the despot sate^ 
While busy preparation shook the court, 
Slaves^ eunuchs, soldiers^ guests^ and santons wait^ 
Within^ ft palace^ and without^ a fort: 
Here men of every dime i^pear to make resort. 



LVit 
Richly caparisoned^ a ready row 
Of armed horse, and many a warlike stor^ 
Circled the wide extending court below: 
Above^ strange groups adorned the corridore; 
And oft-times through the Area's echoing door 
Some high-capped Tartar spurred his. steed away : 
The Turk^ the Greeks the Albanian, and the Moor, 
Here mingled in their many-hued array. 
While the deep war-drum's sound announced the 
close of day. 
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Lvni. 

The wild Albanian kirded to his knee. 
With shawl-girt head and ornamented gun^ 
And gold-embroidered garments, fair to see; 
The crimson-scarfed men of Macedon ; 
The Delhi with his cap of terror on. 
And crooked glaive; the lively, supple Greek; 
And swarthy Nubia's mutilated son; 
The bearded Turk that rarely deigns to speak. 
Master of all around, too potent to be meek. 



LIX. 

Are mixed conspicuous : some recline in groups. 
Scanning the motley scene that varies round; 
There «ome grave Moslem to devotion stoops^ 
And some that smoke, and some that play, are found ; 
Here the Albanian proudly treads the ground; 
tialf whispering there the Greek is heard to prate ; 
Hark ! from the mosque the nightly solemn sound, 
The Muezzin's call doth shake the minaret, 
^^ There is no god but God !— ^ prayer — lo ! God is 
great!'* 
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LX. 

Just at this season Ramazani's fast 
Through the long day its penance did maintain : 
But when the lingering twilight hour was past^ 
Revel and feast assumed the rule again: 
Now all was bustle^ and the menial train 
Prepared and spread the plenteous board within ^ 
The vacant gallery now seemed made in vain. 
But from the chambers came the mingling din. 
As page and slave anon were passing out and in. 



LXI. 
Here woman's voice is never heard: apart. 
And scarce permitted, guarded^ veiled, to move/ 
She yields to one her person and her heart. 
Tamed to her cage, nor feels a wish to rove: 
For, not unhappy in her master's love. 
And joyful in a mother's gentlest cares, 
Blest cares! all other feelings far above! 
Herself more sweetly rears the babe she bears;, 
Who never quits the breast, no meaner pas»on shares* 
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LXII. 

In marble-paved pavilion, where a spring 
Of living water from the centre rose. 
Whose bubbling did a genial ft'eshness fling, 
And soft voluptuous couches breathed repose^ 
Ali reclined, a man of war and woes^ 
Yet in his lineaments ye cannot trace. 
While Gentleness her milder radiance throws 
Along that aged venerable face. 
The deeds that lurk beneath, and stain him with 
disgrace. 

LXllI. 

It is not that yoii hoary lengthening beard 
• lU suits the passions which belong to youth 5 
Love conquers age — so Hafiz hath averred, 
So sings the Teian, and he sings in sooth— 
But crimes that scorn the tender voice of Ruth, 
Beseeming all men ill, but most the man 
In years, have marked him with a tyger's tooth; 
Blood follows blood, and, through their mortal span, 
In bloodier acts conclude those who with blood began. 
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LXIV. 

'Mid many things most new to ear and eye 
The pilgrim rested here his weary feet> 
And gazed around on Moslem luxury^ 
Till quickly wearied with that spacious seat 
Of Wealth and Wantonness, the choice retreat 
Of sated Grandeur from the city's noise: 
And were it humbler it in sooth were sweet; 
But Peace abhorreth artificial joys, 
An4 Pleasure', leagued with Pomp, the zest of both 
destroys. 

LXV, 
Fierce are Albania's children, yet they lack 
Not virtues, were those virtues more mature. 
Where is the foe that ever saw their back ? 
Who can so well the toil of war endure? 
Their native fastnesses not more secure 
Than they in doubtful time of troublous need t 
Their wrath how deadly ! but their friendship sure. 
When Gratitude or Valour bidrf them bleed. 
Unshaken rushing on where'er tHeir chief may lead.- 
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LXVI. 

Childe Harold saw them in their chieftain's tower 
Thronging to war in splendour and success; 
And after viewed them^ when> within their power^ 
Himself awhile the victmL of distress; 
That saddening hour when bad men hotlier press : 
But these did shelter him beneath their roof> 
When less barbarians would have cheered him less^ 
And fellow-countrymen have stood aloof — ^ 
In aught that tries the heart how few withstand the 
proof! 

LXVII. 
It chanced that adverse winds once drove his bark 
Full on the coast of Suli's shaggy shore. 
When aU around was desolate and dark; 
To land was perilous, to sojourn more; 
Yet for awhile the mariners forbore. 
Dubious to trust where treachery might lurk: 
Atlengththeyventuredforth^ though doubting sore 
Thai those who loathe alike th^ Frank* and Turk 
Might omce again renew their ancient butcher- work. 
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Lxvm. 

Vain fear ! the Suliotes stretched the welcome hand^ 
Led them o'er rocksand past the dangerous swamp^ 
Kinder than polished slaves though not so bland^ 
And piled the hearth^ and wrung their garments 

damp. 
And filled the bo wl^ and trimmed the cheerfullamp^ 
And spread their fare > though homely^ all they had : 
Such conduct bears Philanthropy's rare stamp-— 
' To rest the weary and to soothe the sad. 
Doth lesson happier men^ and shames at least the bad. 

LXIX. 

' It came to pass^ that when he did address 
Himself to quit at length this mountain-land. 
Combined marauders half-way barred egress> 
And wasted far and near with glaive and brand 5 
And therefore did he take a trusty band 
To traverse Acarnania's forest wide. 
In war well seasoned, and with labours tannedi 
Till he did greet white Achelous* tide. 
And from his further bank iBtolia's wolds espied. 

H 2 
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LXX. 

Where lone Utraikey fonns its circling core. 
And weary wares retire to gleam at rest^ 
How brown the foliage of the green hill's grove. 
Nodding at midnight o'er the calm bay's breast. 
As winds come lightly whispering from the west. 
Kissing, not ruffling^ the blue deep's serene : — 
Here Harold was received a welcome guest; 
Nor did he pass unmoved the gentle scene. 
For many a joy could he from Night's soft presence 
glean. 

LXXI. 

On thesmooth shore the night-fires brightly blazed. 
The feast was done^ the red wine circling fast,"^ 
And he that unawares had there ygazed 
With gaping wonderment had stared aghast 5 
For ere night's midmost, stillest hour was past 
The native revels of the troop began; 
Each Palikar^ his sabre from him cast. 
And bounding hand in hand, man linked to man, 
YeQing their uncouth dirge, long daunoed the kirtled 
dan. 
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Lxxn. 

Childe Harold at a litde distance stood 
And viewed^ but not displeased^ the revelrie. 
Nor hated harmless mirths however rude: 
In soothe it was no vulgar sight to see 
Their barbarous^ yet their not indecent> gl^> 
And, as the flames along their faces gleamed. 
Their gestures nimble, dark eyes flashing free. 
The long wild locks that to their girdles streamed, 
WYule thus in concert they this lay half sang, half 
screamed:^ 



1. 
^' Tambouroi ! Tambourgi! * thy 'larum afar 
Gives hope to the valiant, and promise of war; 
All the sons of the mountains arise at the note> 
Chimariot, Illyrian, and dark Suliote! 

*Driunmer. 



102 CBIU)B HAROLD'S Cmto //. 



i 



. 2. 
Oh! who is more brave than a dark Snliote, 
In his snowy camese and his shaggy capote? 
To the wolf and the vulture he leaves his wild flock. 
And descends to the plain like the stream from the 
rock. 



3. 
Shall the sons of Chimari, who never forgive 
The fault of a friend, bid an enemy live? 
Let those guns so unerring such vengeance forego? 
What mark is so fair as the breast of a foe? 



4. 
Macedonia sends forth her invincible race; 
For a time they abandon the cave and the chase: 
But those scarfs of blood-red shall be redder, before 
The sabre is sheathed and the battle is o'er. 
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5. 

Then the piiales of Pa^a that dwdl by the wmvcs. 
And teadi the pale FfuiIu what it is to be skves^ 
Shall leave on the beach the long galley and oar. 
And trade to his covert the captive on dioie. 



6. 
I ask not the pleasures that riches supply. 
My sabre shall win what the feeble must buy; 
ShaU win the young bride with her long flowing hair. 
And many a maid from her mother shall tear. 



I love the fair face of the maid in her youth. 
Her caresses shall lull me, her music shall sooth; 
Let her bring from the chamber her many-tonedlyre. 
And sing us a song on the fall of her sire. 
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8. 
Remembet the mo;ment when Previsa fell,^ 

The shrieks of the conquered^ the conquerors' yell; 

The roofs that we fired, and the plunder we shared. 

The wealthy we slaughtered^ jthe lovely we spared. 



9. 
I talk not of mercy^ I talk not of fear; 
He neither must know who would serve the Vizier: 
Since the days of our prophet the Crescent ne'er saw 
A chief ever glorious like Ali Pashaw« 



10. 

Dark Muchtar his son to the Danube is sped^ 

Let the yellow-haired* Giaours f view his horse- 
tail J with dread) 

When ,his Ddhis § come 'dashing in blood o'er the 
banks. 

How few shall escape from the Muscovite ranks ! 

* Yellow is the epithet given to th^ Russians. f Infidel. 

I Horse-tails are the insignia of a Pacha. 
§ Horsemen, answering to our forlorn hope. 
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lU 
Sdicticr ! * tinsheath then our chiefs scimitar: 
Tambourgi ! thy 'larum gives promise of war* 
'Ye mountains, that see us descend to the shore. 
Shall view us as victors^ or view us no more ! 



LXXIII. 

. Fair Greece! sad relic of departed worth !^ 
Immortal, though no more ; though feJlen, great! 
Who now shall lead thy scattered children forth. 
And long accustomed bondage uncreate? 
rNot such thy sons who whilome did await. 
The hopeless warriors of a wUling doom, 

> In bleak Thermopylee's sepulchral strait — 
Oh! who that gallant spirit shall resume. 

Leap from Eurotas* banks, and call thee from the 
tomb? 



* Sword-bearer. 
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Spirit of fieedom! when on Phyle*8 brow^ 
Thou sat'st with Thrasybuhia and his train^ 
Couldflt thou forebode the dismal hour which now 
Dims the green beauties of thine Attic plain? 
Not thirty tyrants now enforce the chain. 
But every carle can lord it o'er thy land; 
Nor rise thy sons^ but idly rail in Tain, 
Trembling beneath the scourge of Turkish hand^ 
From birth till death enslaved 5 in word^ in deed un- 
manned. 

LXXV. 

In all save form alone^ how changed! and who 
That marks the fire still sparkling in each eye^ 
Who but woidd deem their bosoms burned anew 
With thy unquenched beam^ lost Liberty! 
And many dream withal the hour is nigh 
That gives them back their fathers' heritage: 
For foreign arms and aid they fondly sigh^ 
Nor solely dare encounter hostile rage^ 
Or tear their name defiled from Slavery's mournful 
page. 
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. LXXVI. 

Hereditary bondsmen! know ye not 

Who would be free themselYes must strike the 

blow? 
By their right arms the conquest must be wrought ? 
Will Gaul or Muscovite redress ye? no! 
True^ they may lay your proud despoilers lovr. 
But not for you will Freedom*s altars flame* 
Shades of the Helots! triumph o*er your foe I 
Greece! change thylords^ thy state is still the same -, 
Thy glorious day is o*er^ but not thine years of shame. 

Lxxvn. 

The city won for Allah from the Giaour^ 
The Giaour from Othman's race again may wrest ; 
And the Serai's impenetrable tower 
Receive the fiery Franks her former guest 5 ^ 
On Wahab's rebel brood who dared divest 

V The ^prophet's tomb of all its pious spoils 
May wind their path of blood along the West $ 
But ne'er will freedom seek this fated soil. 

But slave succeed to slave through yearsof endless toil. 
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hKxvm. 

Yet marie their murib— ere lenten days begin/ 
That penance which thdr holy rites prepare 
To shrive from man his weight of mortal sin. 
By daily abstinence and nightly prayer ^ 
But ere his sackcloth garb Repentance wear^ 
Some days of joyannce are decreed to all> 
To take of pleasaunce each his secret share. 
In motley robe to dance at masking ball. 
And join the mimic train of merry CarniTal, 



LXXIX, 

And whose more rife with merriment than thine. 
Oh Stamboul! once the empress of their reign? 
Though turbans now pollute Sophia's shrine. 
And Greece her very altars eyes in vain : 
(Alas! her woes will still pervade my strain!) 
Gay were her minstrels once, for free her throng. 
All felt the conmion joy they now must feign. 
Nor oft I*ve seen such sight, nor heard such song. 
As wooed the eye^ and thrilled the Bosphorus along. 
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I^XXX. 

Loud was the lightsome tumult of the shore, 
Oft Music changed^ but never ceased her tone^ 
And timely echoed back the measured oar^ 
And rippling waters made a pleasant moan : 
The Queen of tides on high consenting shone> 
And when a transient breeze swept o'er the wave, 
Twas, as if darting from her heavenly throne, 
A brighter glance her form reflected gave. 
Till sparkling billows seemed to light the banks they 
lave. 

LXXXI. 

Glanced many a light caique along the foam^ 
Danced on the shore the daughters of the land> 
Ne thought had man or maid of rest or home. 
While many a languid eye and thrilling hand 
Exchanged the look few bosoms may withstand. 
Or gently prest^ returned the pressure still : 
Oh Love I young Love! bound in thy rosy band. 
Let sage or cynic prattle as he will^ 
Thege hours, and only these, redeemLife^s years of ill! 
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LXXXII. 
Bttt^ midst the throng in merry masquerade^ 
Lurk there no iiearts that throb with secret pain^ 
Even through the closest searment half betrayed? 
To such the gentle murmurs of the main 
Seem to re-echo all they mourn in vain 5 
To such the gladness of the gamesome crowd 
Is source of wayward thought and stern disdain : 
How do they loathe the laughter idly loud. 
And long to change the robe of revel for the shroud ! 



LXXXIII. 
This must h^ feel^ the true-born son of Greece^ 
If Greece one true-born patriot stiU can boast: 
Not such as prate of war, but skulk in peace, 
The bondsman's peace, who sighs for all he lost^ 
Yet with smooth smile his tyrant can accost^ 
And wield the slavish sickle> not the sword : 
Ah ! Greece ! they love thee least who owe thee 

most} 
Their birth, their bloody and that sublime record 
Of hero sires, who shame thy now degenerate horde! 



Cmto IL PIXjGRIMAGS. 1 1 1 



LXXXIV. 
When riseth Lacedemon's hardihood. 
When Thebes EpBminoiidas rears again. 
When Athens^ children are with hearts endued. 
When Grecian mothers shall give birth to men. 
Then may'st thou be restored; but not till then. 
A thousand years scarce serve to form a state; 
An hour may lay it in the dust: and when 
Can man its shattered splendour renovate, 
Reoal its virtues back, and vanquish Time and Fate ? 



LXXXV. 

And yet how lovely in thine age of woe, 
Land of lost gods and godlike men! art thou! 
Thy vales of ever-green, thy hills of snow^ 
Proclaim thee Nature's varied favourite now : 
Thy fanes, thy temples to thy surface bow. 
Commingling slowly with heroic earth. 
Broke by the share of every rustic plough: 
So perish monuments of mortal birth. 
So perish all in turn, save well-recorded Worth; 
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LXXXVl. 

Save where some solitary column mourns 
AboTe its prostrate brethren of the cave 5^ 
Save where Tritonia's airy shrine adorns 
Colonna*s cliffy and gleams along the wave; 
Save o'er some warrior's half-fcHrgotten grave^ 
Where the grey stones and unmolested grass 
Ages> but not oblivion, feebly brave^ 
While strangers only not regardless pass. 
Lingering like me, perchance^ to gaze> and sigh 
"Alas!'» 

LXXXVII. 
Yet are thy skies as blue, thy crags as wild; 
Sweet are thy groves, and verdant are thy fields. 
Thine olive ripe as when Minerva smiled. 
And still his honied wealth Hymettus yields; 
There the blithe bee his fragrant fortress builds. 
The freeborn wanderer of thy mountain-air; 
Apollo still thy long, long summer gilds. 
Still in his beam Mendeli's marbles glare; 
Art, Glory, Freedom fail, but Nature still is fair. 
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LXXXVIII. 

Where'er we tread 'tis hannted, holy ground j 
No earth of thine is lost in nilgar mouldy 
But one vast realm of wonder spreads around> 
And all the Muse's tales seem truly told. 
Till the sense aches with gazing to behold 
The scenes our earliest dreams have dwelt upon: 
Each hUl and dale^ each deepening glen and wold 
Defies the power which crushed thy temples gone : 
Age shakes Athena'stower, but spares gray Marathon. 



LXXXIX. 

The sun^ the soil> but not the slave^ the same} 
Unchanged in all except its foreign lord-— 
Preserves alike its bounds and boundless fame 
The Battle-field, where Persia's victim horde 
First bowed beneath the brunt of Hellas' sword^ 
As on the morn to distant Glory dear. 
When Marathon became a magic word;^ 
Which uttered, to the hearer's eye appear 
The camp, the host, the fight, the conqueror's 
career, 
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XC. 

The flying Mede^ his shafdess broken bow; 
The fiory Greeks his red pursuing spear; 
Mountains above. Earth's^ Ocean's plain below; 
Death in the front> Destruction in the rear! 
Such was the scene — what now remaineth here? 
. What sacred trophy marks the haUowed ground^ 
Recording Freedom's smile and Asia's tear> 
The rifled urn^ the violated mounds 
The dust thy courser's hoof, rude stranger! spurns 
around. 

XCI. 

Yet to the remnants of thy splendour past 
Shall pilgrims^ pensive^ but unwearied^ throng; 
Long shall the voyager^ with th' Ionian blast> 
HaU the bright clime of battle and of song; 
Long shall thine annals and inamortal tongue 
Fill with thy fame the youth of many a shore; 
Boast of the aged ! lesson of the young! 
Which sages venerate and bards adore^ 
As Pallas and the IS^use unveil their awful lore. 
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XCII. 
The parted bosom dings to wonted home^ 
If aught that's kindred cheer the welcome hearth 5 
He that is lonely hither let him roam^ 
And gaze complacent on congenicd earth. 
Greece is no lightsome land of social mirth 5 
But he whom Sadness sootheth may abide> 
And scarce regret the region of his birth^ 
When wandering slow by Delphi's sacred side^ 
Or gazing o'er the plains where Greek and Persian 
died. 

XCIII. 

Let such approach this consecrated land^ 
And pass in peace along the magic waste: 
But spare its relics— -let no busy hand 
Deface the scenes^ already how defaced ! 
Not for such purpose were these altars placed: 
Revere the remnants nations once revered: 
So may our country's name be undisgraced^ 
So may'st thou prosper where thy youth was 
reared. 
By every honest joy of love and life endeared ! 

i2 
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XCIV. 

For diee^ who thus in too protracted song 
Hast soothed thine idlesse with inglorious lays. 
Soon shall thy voice be lost amid the throng 
Of louder minstrels in these later days : 
To such resign the strife for fading bays — 
111 may such contest now the spirit move 
Which heeds nor keen reproach nor partial praise 3 
Since cold each kinder heart that might approve. 
And none are left to please when none are left to love. 



xcv. 

Thou too art gone, thou loved and lovely one ! 
Whom youth and youth's affection bound to mej 
Who did for me what none beside have done. 
Nor shrank from one albeit unworthy thee. 
What is my being? thou hast ceased to be! 
Nor staid to welcome here thy wanderer home. 
Who mourns o'er hours which we no more shall 

see — 
Would they had never been, or were to come ! 
Would he had ne'er returned to find fresh cause to 
roam! 
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XCVI. 

Oh! ever loving, lovely, ai)d beloved! 

How selfish Sorrow ponders on the past^ 
/ And clings to thoughts now better far removed! 

But Time shall tear thy shadow from me last. 

All thou could'st have of mine, stem* Death ! thou 
hastj 

The parent^ friend, and now the more than friend : 
, 'Ne'er yet for one thine arrows flew so fast, 
. And grief with grief continuing still to blende ' 
Hath snatched the little joy that life had yet to lend. 

xcvn. 

Then must I plunge again into the crowd. 
And follow all that Peace disdains to seek? 
Where Revel calls, and Laughter, vainly loud. 
False to the hearty distorts the hollow cheek. 
To leave the flagging spirit doubly weak; 
Still o'er the features, which perforce they cheer. 
To feign the pleasure or conceal the pique ; 
Smiles form the channel of a future tear. 
Or raise the writhing lip with iU-dissembled sneer. 
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xcvm. 

What is the worst of woes that wait on age? 
What stamps the wrinkle deeper on the brow? 
To view each loved one blotted from life's page^ 
And be alone on earth, as I am now. 
Before the Chastener humbly let me bow. 
O'er hearts divided and o'er hopes destroyed: 
Roll on, vain days ! full reckless may ye fiow> 
Since Time hath reft whate'er my soul eiyoyod. 
And with the ills of Eld mine earlier years alloyed. 



NOTES 



TO 



eiiiXiH ^wcoirt*ti l^lgrintast 



NOTES TO CANTO L 



1. 

Yet I nghed ^er Jk^hffi Umg-deterted tfmne. 

Stansa I. line 6. 

Turn Uttle village of Castri stands partly on the dte of 
Delphi. Along the path of the mountain, from Chrysao, 
are the remdns of sepulchres hewn in and from the rock: 
" One," sud the guide, " of a king who broke his neck hunt- 
ing." His Majesty had certamly chosen the fittest spot for 
ivch an achiercment 

A little above Castri is a cave, supposed the Pytfaiaiii of 
immense depth; the upper part of it is paved, and now a 
oowhoose. 

On' the other side of Castri stands a Greek monastery; 
some way above which is the cleft in the rock, with a range 
of caverns difficult of ascent, and apparently leading to the 
Interior of the mountain; probably to the Corycian Cavern 
metitioDed by Pausanias. Tnim this part descend the fouu- 
Uin and the ** Dews of Castalie," 
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9. 

And rtit ye at our " Lad^s houte rfwoe." 

Staoa zx. fine 4. 

The Convent of *< OnrLadyof PdniahneDt," Naaa SAara 
de Pena*f cm the saimnit of the rock. Belowy at some di»- 
tuice, is the Cork Comrent, where St Honoriiu dog his den, 
over which is his epitapb. From the hills, the scia adds to 
the beaaty of the view. 

3. 
ThrougkmU thkpuirpk land^ where law tecitrei not ^. 

Stanza xxi. line last 



It is a well known fact, that in tiie year 1809 the 
nnadons in the streets of Usbon and its Tidmtjwere not 
ooniined by the Portogaese to thdr coantiymen; but that 
Eo^hmen were duly butchered : and so far hom redress 
bdng obtained, we were requested not to interfere if we per- 
ceived any compatriot defending himself against ^m alfies. 

• Sme» tiM pttblication of this Poem, I have been informed of the 
s^spprehenuoo of the tenn N&ua SetUfra de Pena, It was owing 
to the want of the tUd^, or mark over the n, which altere the ugnl. 
fication of the word : with it, Pma signifies a rock ; without it, Pena 
has the sense I adopted. I do not think it necessary to aker the 
passage, as though the common acceptation affixed to it is ^ our 
Lady of the Rock," I may well assume the other sense firooi' the 
sereriiief practised there. 
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I was once stopped in the way to the theatre at dght o'clock 
in the evemng, when the streets were not more empty than 
they generally are at that hour, opposite to an open shop» 
and in ft carriage with a friend ; had we not fortunately heen 
armed, I have not the least doubt that we should have adorned 
a tale instead of tellmg one. The crime of assasnnation 
is not confined to Portugal : in ISdly and Malta we are knock- 
ed on the head at a handsome average nightly, and not a 
Sicilian or Maltese is ever punished ! 

4. 

Behcid the haU where chi^ toere late convened! 

Stanza zxiv. line 1. 

The Convention of Cintra was signed in the palace of the 
Marchese Marialva. The late exploitii of Lord Wellmgton 
have eflkced the folfies of CSntra. He has, indeed, done 
wonders : he has perhaps changed the character of a nation, 
feoonciled rival superstitions* and baffled an enemy ntho 
never retreated beibre his predecessors. 

5. 

Yet Mofra thaU one moment chnm delays 

Stanza zziz. line !• 

The eitent of Maflm is prodigious; it contains a palace, 
convent, and most superb church. The nz organs are the 
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moat beautiiiil I ever beheld in point of decuration; we did 
not hear them, btit were told that their tones were corre* 
^pendent to their spleodonr. Mafinis termed the Escurial 
of Portugal. 

. J- 

6. 
Well doth the Spanith hind the difference huno 
'Twixt him and Lutian daoe, thi lowett of the low. 

Stanza xzxiii* lines 8 and 9. 

As I found the Portuguese,^ I have characterized them. 
That they are since improved, at least in courage, is evident. 

7. 
When CaxHjfi traUor''tireJira caUed the band 
That dyed thy mountain streamttoith Gothic gore. 

Stanza xxzv. lines 3 and 4, 

Count Julian's daughter, the Helen of Spain. Pelagius 
preserved his mdependence in the fiistnesses of the Astnrias» 
and the descendants of his followers, after some centuries, 
completed their struggle by the conquest of Grenada. 

8. 
No! at he tpeedt, he chmmU; •* Viva el Rey !** 

Stenza xlviii. line 5. 
*' Viva el Rey Fernando !»— Long Uve King Ferdinand ! ii 



MOTBS TO CHI|J>E HAII0LI>* 125 

the chorus of most of the Spanish patriotic songs : they are 
chiefly in dispraise of the old king Charles, the Qaeen, and 
the Prince of Peace. I have heard many of them ; some of 
the airs are beautiful. Godoy, the Principe de la Pax, was 
bom at Badajoz» on the frontiers of Portugal, and was origin* 
ally in the ranks of the Spanish Guards, till his person at- 
tracted the queen's eyes, and raised him to the dukedom of 
Alcudia, &c. dec. It is to this man that the Spaniards uni- 
versally impute the ruin of their country. 



9. 
Bears in lus atp the badge cf crimson hue. 
Which teUs you whom to shun and whom to greet, 

Stansa 1. lines 2 and 3. 

The red cockade with ** Fernando Septimo" in the centre. 



10. 
77(6 hallffiled pyramid, the ever-biasing match. 

Stanza li. line last. 

All who have seen a battery will recollect the pyramidal 
form in which shot and shelb are piled. The Sierra Morena 
was fortified in every defile through which I passed in my 
wayjto Seville. 
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IK 

by a ioomtm'ihtmiphefofe m haitered wM, 

Stanai Ifi Sne last. 



Such were the exploits of the Maid of Seia^za. When 
the aathor was at Seville she walked duly on the Pnido, 
decorated with medab and orders, by command of the Junta. 

12. 
The teal Lov^t dmpUngJhger hath wnprested 
Denotet how tcft that chin which bears his touch, 

Stanxa Iviii. lines 1 and 3. 

SigiUa in mento impressa Amoris digitnlo 
Vcitigio demonstrant MoUitndinem. Avu Gku 

IS. 
Ohy thta Pamatms! 

Stansak. line 1. 

These stanaas were written in Castri (Delphos), at the foot 
of Famassna, now called Ausiu/ga— liakura. 

14. 
Fair ts proud Seville; let her country boast 
Her strength, her toeaUh, her site of ancient days. 

Stanza Ixv. Hues 1 and S. 
Seville was the H18PALI8 of the Romans. 
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15. 

Ask ye, BiKotmn tkada ! tike rMion vAy f 

Staoa Ixx. line 5. 

This was written at Thebes, and consequently in the best 
situation for asking and answering such a question ; not as 
the birth-place of Pindar, but as the capital of B<BotiA» where 
the first riddle was propounded and solved. 

16. 
Some hittet ffcr ihe flowers its bubbling venom flings. 

Stanza Ixzxii. line last 



*' Medio de fonte leporom 
Soigit amari aUquid quod in ipsis fioribus angat." Luc 



« 



17. 
A traitor onV^fiHX beneath the feud. 

Stanza Ixxxv. line 7. 

Alluding to the conduct and death of Solano, the Governor 
of Cadis. 

18. 
" War e9en to ihe knife r 

Stanza Ixxxvi. line last. 

** War to the knife.'' Palafox's answer to the French 
General at the siege of Saragoza. 






p. WM. flf dbe Gwd% vhs died of a 
fefcraC CoiMbfB. I 



Is tfce Aort fpwe of oae aaoik I Invc lort 1^ who 0Re 
«e betng^ Md aoiC of dioK wbo had flndc tkat bdn^ tokn- 
ble» To «e the fines of Yovbc we no fiction: 



** IiMotiste afdier! ooold not one 

Tby iliaft flew dujo^ and tbrioe m j peoee wat dain. 

And thfiee ere tbrioe yoo moon had fiil'd her bora." 

I ibocdd have ▼cotared a rene to tbe waomy of tihe bite 
Charles Skhmer Matthews, Fellow of Dowmng CoOege, 
Cambridge, were be not too much above all praise of mme. 
HJs powers of mind, shown In the attunment of greater 
honours, against tbe ablest candidates, than those of any 
gMdoate on recoid at Cambridge, liave sufficiently established 
his fame on the spot where it was acquired, while his softer 
qualities live in the reooUectbn of friends who lored him too 
well to envy his superiority. 
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NOTES TO CANTO 11. 



1. 

dapUe of toar ami wtutingfire'^ 

Stum i. line 4. 



Pabt of the Acropolis was destroyed by tlie exploskm of 
a nmgaiine during the Venetian siege. 

S. 

Bm wone tfton tted and fame, and aget stow. 
It the dread teeptre and dommkm din 
Of men who never fdt the tacred gUna 
*rhat ihemghu of thee and thine rnkpeHtked breaOi hetUm, 

Stan»i. Ime6. 

We can all feel, or imagine, the regret with which the 
Tuins of dties, once the capitals of emiMres, are beheld ; the 
reflectiens suggested by such objects are too trite to require 
recapitulation. But never did the littleness of man, and the 
^ramty of his veiy best virtues, of patriotism to exalt, and of 
valour to defend his oountry, appear more conspicuous than 
in the record of what Athens was, and the certainty of what 

vol- 1. K 



9 

.1 
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ilieiiowis. Thii theatre of coatention b e l wee u mig^ity fcc- 
tioDi» of fbe ftniggles of oraton, the ezahatiaB and depoii- 
tioo of tjrrants, the triumph and paniabmcnt of groerab, b 
DOW become a scene of petty hitrigne and perpetual dlstuib- 
anee, between the bickering agents of certain British noluGty 
and gentry. " The wild foxes, the owls and serpents in the 
rains of Babylon," were surely less degrading than sndi in* 
habitants. The Turks have the plea of conquest for their 
tyfamiy, and the Greeks have only suffered the fortune of 
war, incidental to the bravest ; but how are the mighty follen, 
whcB two painters contest the privilege of plundering the 
Ftethenon, and triumph in turn, according to the tenor of 
each succeeding firman ! Sylla could but pumsh, Philip sub- 
due, and Xerxes bum Athens ; but it remiuned for the paltry 
Antiquarian, and his despicable agents^ to render her con- 
temptible as himself and his pursuits. 

Hie Parthenon, before its destruction in part, by fire dur- 
ing the Venetian siege, had been a temple, a church, and a 
mosque. In each point of view it is an object of regard: it 
changed its worshippers; but still it was a place of worship 
thrice Mcred to devotion: its violation is a triple sacrilege. 
But 

" Man, vain man, 
" Drest in a little brief authority, 
" Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven 
" As make the angels weep," 
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J^ en the mUtary thore he sle^w. 

Stann v. line 8. 

It was not always the castom of the Greeks to bum their 
dead; the greater Ajaz in particular was interred entire. 
Almost all the chiefs became gods after their decease, and he 
was indeed neglected, who had not annual games near his 
tomby or festivals in honour of his memory by hn country- 
men, as Achilles, Brasidas, &c. and at last even Antinous, 
whose death was as heroic as his life was infamous. 

« 

4. 
Here, ton rf Saturn f toot thyfav*fite lAfione. 

Stansa z. line 3. 

The temple of Jupiter Olymplus, of wluch sixteen columns 
entirely of marble yet survive: originally there were 150. 
These columns, however, are by many supposed to have be- 
loBged to the Pantheon. 

5. 

And beat ihete ttaan &er the Umg-rduettmt brine. 

Stania xL line last. 

The ship was wrecked in the Archipelago. 

k2 
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6. 
To rive what Gotk, md Tutk, and Thme haOi spared. 

Staiua xiL Boe 3. 

' At tbis moment (Janaaiy 3, 1809)| besides what has been 
already deposited in London,- aa Hydriot yessel i» in the 
Firsus to receive every portable relic Thus, as I heard a 
young GreelL observe in common with many of lus coontiy- 
men— for, lost as they are, they yet feel on this occaaon — 
thus may Lord Elgin boast of having ruined Athens. An 
Italian painter of the first eminence, named Losieri, u the 
agent of devastation; and ITke-4he GreeV fnder of Verres in 
Sicily, who followed the same profession, he has proved the 
able instmment of plunder. Between this artist and the 
French Consul Fauvel, who wishes to rescue the remains for 
his own govoimient, there is now a violent dispute conoem- 
ing a car employed in tlidr conveyance, the wheel of which 
— I wish they were both broken upon it — ^haa been locked up 
by the Consul, and Lnsieri has laid his complaint befiure the 
Waywode. Lord Elgin has been extremely happy in his choice 
of Signor Lusieri. During a residence of ten years in Athens, 
he never had the curiosity to proceed as far as Suninm*, 
till he accompanied us in our second excursion. However, 

* Now Cape Colonna. In all Attica, if we evcept Alliens itself 
and MaratliOD, there iino scene moretatrrcsting than Cape Colon< 
na. To the antiquary and artist, aizteeo columns are an inexhaust- 
ible source of obttrvation and design ; to the philosopher, the tup- 
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iiis works, as far as tbey go, are moat beaatiful ; but they are 
almost all unfinished. WUle he and his patrons oooline 
4heinsel?e8 to tastuig medals, appreciatmg cameos, sketchmg 

poMd scene of tome of PI»to*8 convereatioiis will not be unwelcome; 
and the traveller will be strack with the beauty of the prospect 
over *'/i/r/ that crowm tkeMgiau diep:** but for an Englishman, Co* 
lonna has jet an additional interest, as the actual spot of Falconer's 
Shipwreck. Pallas and Plato are forgotten, in the recollection of 
Falconer and Campbell : 

'* Here in the dead of night bj Lonna*s steep, 
** The seaman's cry was heard along the deep," 

This temple of Minerva may be seen at sea from a great distance. 
In two journey s which I made, and one voya^ to Cape Colonna, the 
view from either side, by land, was less striking than the approach 
iJTom the isles. In our second land excursion, we had a narrow 
escape from a party of Mainnotes,*conceaIed in the caverns beneath. 
AVe were told afterwards, by one of their prisoners subsequently 
ransomed, that they were deterred from attacking us by the appear- 
ance of my two Albanians: conjecturing very sugacloasly, but 
.fslsely, that we had a complete guard of these Arnuouts at hand, 
they remained stationary, and thus saved our party, which was too 
small to have opposed any effectual resistance. 

Colonna is no less a resort of painters than of pirates ; there 

<*The hireling artist planU his paltry desk, 
"And makes degraded Nature picturesque.** 

(See Hodgson's Lady Jane Grey, dec.) 

But there llature, with the aid of Art, has done that for heiself. 
I was fortunate enough to engage a very superior Oerman artist ; 
and hope to renew my acquaintance with this and many other 
Xevantlne scenes, by the arrival of bis performances. 
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colomns, and cheapening geaii» their little absiirdttiea are m 
harmieti as inaect or fox-hunting, maiden-speechifying^ ha- 
fouche-driving, or any inch pastime : bat when they cany 
away three or foar shiploads of the most Taluable and massy 
relics that time and barbarism have left to the most ii^Qred 
and most celebrated of dties ; when they destroy, in a vain 
attempt to tear down, those works which have been the ad- 
nuration of ages, I know no motive which can excose, no 
name which can designate, the perpetrators of this dastardly 
devastation. It was not the least of the crimes laid to the 
charge of Verres, that he had plundered Sicily, in the manner 
since imitated at Athens. The most unblushing impudence 
could hardly go farther than to affix the name of its plunderer 
to the walls of the Acropolis; while the wanton and useless 
defacement of the whole range of the basso-relievos, in one 
compartment of the temple, will never permit that name to 
be pronounced by an observer without execration. 

On this occasion I speak impartially : I am not a collector 
or admirer of collections, consequently no rival ; but I have 
some early prepossession in favour of Greece, and do not 
think the honour of England advanced by plunder, whether 
of India or Attica. 

Another noble Lord has done better, because he has done 
less : but some others, more or less noble, yet " all honourable 
men," have done best, because, after a deal of excavation 
and execration, bribery to the Waywode, mining and coun- 
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tenniniBg, tbey have done nothing at all. We had such ink* 
shed, and wine-«hed, which almost ended in bloodshed i 
Lord £'s <* prig,"— see Jonathan Wylde for the definition of- 
*' priggism/' — c^oarrelled with another, Gropittt* by naiBe.(a 
very good name too for his business) and mattered something 
alwat satisfaction, in a yerbal answer to a note of the. poor 
I^nsaan: this was stated at table to Gropius, who laughedf 
bat could eat no dinner afterwards. The rivals were not re- 
conciled when I left Greece. I have reason to remember 
their squabble, for they wanted to make me their arbHntnr. 

Her tonstoQweak the aacred tkrine to guard, 
YttfeU dome portion of their motftcr*i poms. 

Stanaa ziL lines 1 and 8. 

I cannot resist avuling myself of the permission of my 

* This Sr. Oroptus was employed by a noble Lord for the sole 
purpose of slcetching, in which be excels ; but I am sorry to say, that 
he has, through the abused sanction of that most respectable name, 
been treading at humble distance in the steps of Sr. Lusieri. A 
shipful of his trophies was detained, and I believe confiscated at 
Constantioople in 19iO. I am most happy to be now enabled to 
sUte, that •« this was not in his bond ;*' that he was employed solely 
M a painter, and that his noble patron disavows all connexion with 
him, except as an artist. If the error in the first and second editioa 
of this Poem hat given the noble Iiord a moment's pain, I am very 
sorry for it ', Sr. Qropius has assumed for years the name of his 
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friend Dr. Clarke, whotenune leqiura no rn^Finffit wiA tli0 
pnUiCv bat whose nnetioo will add tenfiald wdght to my tes^i 
timaayt to insert the following eitiact finom a veiy obligin{^ 
letter of his to me, as a note to Ae above lines : 

** When the last of the Metopes was taken firom the Far* 
thenooyand, in moving of it, great part of the snperrtmctiire 
with one of the triglyphs was thrown down by the woiknieo 
whom Lord Elgin employed, the Disdar, who beheld the mia* 
chief done to the bmlding, took his pipe from his mouthy 
dropped a tear, and, in a sopplicating tone of voice, said to 
liosieri; TfXo^!— I was present* 

The Disdar alladed to was the £ither of the present 
Disdar. 

8. 
Where wu tfttne .Xgit, Pallas! that appaUed 
Stem Akric and Havoc on their wayf 

Stanza xiv. lines 1 and 3. 

According to Zoamas; Mmerva and Achilles fnghteued 
Alaric from the Acropolis; bat others relate that the Gothic 

agent; and though I cannot much condemn myself for sharing in the 
iniatake of so many, I am happy in being one of the first to be un- 
deceived. Indeed, I have as much pleasure in contradicting this 
aa I felt regret in stating it. 
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ling WB» nearly w nusohievoiis aa the Sootdab peer.— See 

CUANDLER. 



9. 
'the netud canopy* 

Staiua xf UL line 8. 



Tbe netting Id pravent blocks or spHntert firom falling on 
4eck during action^ 

10. 
But iioe m ittoice fMSf Califp»*i ida, 

Stania sdz. line K 

iGoia is said to luve been the island of Calypso. 

JLond of Albania ! let me bend mine eyet 
On ihee^ ihaa r^/^g^ mine of tavagc men! 

Stansa zixviii. lines 5 and 6. 

Albama comprises part of Macedonia, Olyriay Cbaonia, 
and Epirus. Iskander is the Turkish word for Alexander i 
and the celebrated Scanderbeg (Lord Alexander) is alloded 
to in the third and fourth lines of the thirty-eighth stanxa. * 
I do not know whether I am correct in making Scanderbeg 
the ooontrjfiDan of Alexander, who was bom at Pella in 
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MacedcfDa bat Mr. Gibbon term faia lo, and adds Pyrrbns 
to the list, in speaking of his exploits. 

Of Albania Gibbon remarks, that a coontry *' within nght 
of Italy is less known than tlie interior of America." Circom- 
stances, of tittle conseqaence to mention, led Mr. Hobhonse 
and myself into that country before we visited any other part 
of the Ottoman dominions ; and with the exception of Major 
I^eake, then officially resident at Joannina, no other Englidi- 
men have ever advanced beyond the capital into the interior, 
as that gentieman very lately assured me. Ali Pacha was at 
that time (October, 1809) carrying on war against Ibrahim 
Pacha, whom he had driven to Berat, a strong fortress which 
he was then besieging : on our arrival at Joannina we were 
invited to Tepaleni, his Highness's birth-place, and &voarttft 
Serai, only one day's dutance firom Berat ; at this juncture the 
Vixier had made it his head quarters. 

After some stay in the capital, we accordingly followed ; 
but ihough furnished with every accommodation and escorted 
by one of the Vizier's secretaries, we were nine days (on ac- 
count of the rains) in accomplishing a journey which, on our 
retnm, barely occupied four. 

On our route we passed two cities, Argyrocastro and libo- 
chabo, apparentiy littie inferior to Yanina in siae ; and no 
pendl or pen can ever do justice to the scenery in the vicinity 
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•f StsB and DelTiiiaclii» the frontier Yilkge of 'Epinis and 
AlbaniA proper. 

On Albania and its inhabitants I am nnwiliiug to descant* 
because this will be done so mnch better by my fellow-tra- 
yeller, in a work which may probably precede thb in pnbli- 
oidon, that I as Uttle wish to follow as I would to anticipate 
him. But some few observadons are necessary to the teit . 

The Amaouts, or Albanese, struck me forcibly by their 
resemblance to the Highlanders of Scotland, in dress* figure^ 
and manner of living. Their very mountuns seemed Cale- 
donian with a kinder climate. The kilt, though wldte; the 
spare, active form; their dialect, Celtic in its sound, and 
their liardy habits, all carried me back to Morven. J^o na* 
tion are so detested and dreaded by their neighbours as the 
Alhanese : the Greeks hardly regard them as Christians, or 
the Turks as Moslems ; and in &ct they are a mixture of both, 
and sometimes neither. Their habits are predatoiy : all are 
armed; and the red-shawled Amaouts, the Montenegrins, 
Chimariots, and Oegdes are treacherous; the others differ 
somewhat m garb, and essentially in character. As far as 
my own experience goes, I can speak ^vourably. I was at* 
tended by two, an Infidel and a Mussulman, to ConstantuiOv 
pie and every other part of Turkey which came within my 
observation; and more foithful in peril, or indefatigable in 
service, are rarely to be found. Tlie Infidel was named Ba- 
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ailius, theMoalem, Derriah Taliiri; the fovmer a buui of mid- 
dle age, and the latter aboat my own. Bastli was strictlj. 
charged by Ali Pacha in perMin to attend ns ; and Dervish 
wa» one of fifty who accompanied ns through the forests of 
Acamania to the banks of Acheloos, and onward to Messa- 
Ivnghi in ^tolia. There I took him into my own aenrioe, 
and never had occadon to repent it till the moment of my 
depaitnre. 

When in 1810, after the departure of my firiend Mr. R 
fior England, I was seized with a serere fever in the Mbrea, 
these men saved my life by frightening away my Physician, 
whose throat they threatened to cut if I was not cured witbin 
a g^en time. To this consolatory assurance of posthumous 
retribution, and a resolute reiusal of Dr. Romanelli's pre- 
flcriptioDs, I attributed my recovery. I had left mj last re- 
maining Englbh servant at Athens; my dragoman was as ill 
as myself, and my poor Amaouts nursed me with an attention 
nrhich would have done honour to civilization. 

They had a variety of adventures ; for the Moslem, Der- 
idsh, bdng a remarkably handsome man, was always squab- 
bling with the husbands of Athens ; insomuch that four of 
the principal Turks paid me a vint of remoustranoe at the 
Convent, on the subject of his having taken a woman from the 
bath — ^whom he had lawfully bought however— a thing quite 
contrary to etiquette. 
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Bftsili also ^as extremely gallant amongst bis -own per« 
suasion, and had the greatest veneration for the chnrch, mix- 
ed with the highest contempt of churchmeny whom he cuffed 
vpon occasion in a most heterodox manner. Yet he never 
passed a church without crossing himself; and I remember 
the risk he ran in entering St Sophia, m Stamboli becanseit 
had once been a place of his worship. On remonstntting 
with him on his inconsistent proceedings, he invariably •an- 
swered, "our church b holy, our priests are thieves f and 
then he crossed himself as usual, and boxed the ears of the 
first " papas" who refused to assist in any required operation^ 
as was always found to be necessary where a priest had any 
influence with the Cogia Bashi of his village. Indeed a more 
abandoned race of miscreants cannot exist than the lower 
orders of the Greek clergy. 

When preparations Were made for my returoi my Alba* 
nians were summoned to receive their pay. Basili took his 
with an awkward show of regret at my intended departure^ 
and marched away to his quarters with his bag of piastres. 
I sent for Dervish, but for some time he was not to be found; 
at last he entered, just as Signer Logotheti, fitther to the «i- 
devant Anglo-consul of Athens, and some other of my GreA 
acqndntances paid me a visit Dervish took the money, but 
on a sadden dashed it to the ground $ and clasping his hAnd^ 
which he raised to his forehead, rushed out of the room 
weeping bitterly. From that moment to the hour of my em- 



l'42 NOTES TO CHILDS HAROLD. 

barkatioD, he ooatinaed fan lauentationB, and all our efforts 
to console him only produced this answer, ** Ma ^ivii " *' He 
leares me." Slgnor Logotheti, who never wept hefoie fiur 
any thmg less than the loss of a para*, melted ; the padre of 
the convent, my attendants, my visitors — and I verily believe 
that even " Sterne's foolish fiit scullion,'' wonld have left her 
** fish-kettle," to sympathize with the onafiected and unex- 
pected sorrow ci this barbarian. 

For my own part, when I remembered that, a short time 
before my departure fh>m iSngland, a noble and most int»> 
mate associate iiad excused himself from taking leave of me 
because he had to attend a relation ** to a miUiner's," I felt 
no less surprised than himiiliated by the present occorrence 
and the past recollection. 

That Def vish would leave me with some regret was to be 
Expected : when master and man have been scrambling over 
the mountains of a doMn provinces together, they are unwill- 
ing to separate ; but his present feelings, contrasted with his 
native ferocity, improved my opimon of the human heart* 
I- believe this almost feudal fidelity is firequent amongst them. 
One day, on ottr journey over PaniassuB, an TgngKAmaw in 
my service gave him a push in some dispute about the bag- 
gage, which he unluckily mistook for a blow ; he spoke not, 

• Psm, about the foorth of a fiirihiDC. 
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bat s«t down leamng hb head upon his hands, foreseeing 
the coDsequenoeSk we endeavoured to explain away the ntttnnt, 
which produced the following answer:—- <* I hone hem % rob- 
ber, I am a soldier ', no captain ever struck me ; you are my 
master, I have eaten your bread, but by that bread ! (a usnal 
oath) had it been otherwise, I would have stabbed the dog 
your servant, and gone to the monntabs." So the a&ir 
ended, but from that day forward he never thoroughly for- 
gave the thoughtless fellow who insulted hinu 

Dervish excelled in the dance of his country, conjectured 
to be a remnant of the ancient Pyrrhic : be that as it may, 
it is manly, and requires wonderful ag^ity. It is very dis- 
tinct from the stupid Romaika, the dull round-about of the 
Oreeksy of which our Athenian party had so many speci- 
mens. 

The Albanians m general (I do not mean the cultivaton of 
the earth in the provinces, who have ako that appellatioi^ 
but the mountaineers) have a fine cast of countenance; and 
the most beautiful women I ever beheld, in stature and in 
features, we saw kveUmg the road broken down by die tor- 
rents between Pelvinachi and liboehabo. Their manner of 
walking is truly theatrical ; but this strut b probably the effect 
of the capote, or cloak, depending from one shoulder. Their 
long hair renMndv you of the Spartans, and their courage 
in desultory warfiure u uoquQstiooable. Tboag^ they have 
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loiike canilry tmoogst the QegAen, I never «aw a good Ar* 
naoiit horseman: myomi preferred the English saddles, 
ivhicb, howefer, they coald never keep. Bat on fiiot the j 
aw not to he tnhdned by iatigue* 



12. 
and patted the barren ^et. 



Where tad Penelope o*erlooked the wane. 

Stanza zxxix. lines 1 and S* 

Ithaca. 

Actium, LepantOtfaial Tn^algar. 

Stanza xl. line $» 

Actiam and Trafidgar need no further mention. The hat' 
tie of Lepanto, equally bloody and considerable^ hot less 
Icnown, was fonght in the gulph of Patras; here the author of 
Don Quixote lost his left hand. 

14. 
And hailed ihe hut retort cffividett love. 

Stanza xH. lined. 

Leuaadia, now Santa Maura. From the promontory (the 
Loirer's Leap) Sappho is s^ to have thrown herself. 
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IS. 
— - numy a Roman duefand Atian king, 

Stansa ziy. line 4. 

It is said, that on the day previous to the battle of Actiuiu 
Anthony had thirteen kings at his levee. 

16. 
Look where the second Casm'i tropkUa ro$e I 

Stanza xlv. line 6. 

Nicopolis, whose nuns are most extensive, is at some dis- 
tance from Actium, where the wall of the Hippodrome sur- 
vives in a few fragments. 

17. 

' ' ' ' Achtfuntft lake, 

' Stanza xlvii. line I. 

According to Pouqueville the Lake of Yamna ; but Pou- 
queville is always out. 

18. 
To greet AVbonia^t chief. 

Stanza xlvii. line 4. 
The celebrated Ali Pacha. Of this extraordinary man 
there is an incorrect aooonnt in Fovqueville's Travels. 
VOL. t. J. 
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19. 

Yet hen mdUtgrtumedmiagmaimlam band 
Diijam kk power, and from their rocky hold 
Hurl ihar defiance f or ^ imr yi/M, tmien to gdd. 

Stania xMi fioe 7. 

Five thonsand Suliotes, among the rocks and in the castle 
ol Soli, withstood 30,000 Albanians for dgfateen years : the 
castle at bit was taken by bribery, in tfab contest there 
were tevenl aeti performed not unworthy of the better days 
of Greece. 

SO. 

Mcfnattie Zitial ^» 

Stanaa xlviii line 1. 

The co D ftt t and village of Stza an four hoars journey 
from Joannlnat or Yaauna, the capital of the Pachalick. In 
the valley the river Kalamas (once the Acheron) flows, and 
not &r fipom ZItza forms « fine cataract The oitiiation u 
perhaps the finest in Greece, thoogh the approadi to Ddfi- 
nacM and parts of Acamania and .£tolia may contest the 
palm. Delphi, Famassos, and, in Attica, evto Cape Colonna 
and Port Raphti, are very inferior ; as also every scene in 
Ionia, or the Tnoad : I am almost inclined to add the approach 
to GoDitentioople ; hot from the diflefoit featores of ^ last, 
a comparison can hardly be made. 



91. 

Here dwelk the Gofayer. 

Stania xliz. line 6. 

Thfl Qnek laoiiks mee ao eallecl. 

S9. 
NttMin?i vekagik MifluiUiMtre. 

SlaiMa li. Ikie 8. 

The Chimariot moantaiDS appear to have been rokamc. 



23. 
behMbbekJehmm! 

Stann li. line 6. 



Now called Kalamas. 



84. 

- tn ftti wfcfte copofe— > 

Stansa lii. line 7« 



Aibanese cloke. 



85. 

The fi^ A«2 itinifc behind vatt Tomerit 

Stanza Iv. line 1. 

Anciently Mount Tonuumt. 

l2 
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96. 
Jmd Lam wide mid fierce emme tomrimg by. 

Stania U. line 2. 

The river Laos was fall at tke tiac the aotlwr paand it 
and, immediately abore Tepaleen, was to the e^^e as wide as 
the Thames at Westminster; at least in the opinioa of the 
author and his feUow-tnveller, Mr. Hohbonse. In the sum- 
mer it must be moch Darrower. It certainly is the finest 
river in the Levant ; neither Achelous, Alphens, Acheron, 
Scanandcr nor Cayster, approached it in breadth or beauty 

ft 

27. 

^^m^^^^ ^ _ g ^^^^^^^Hr^^^^^f^^m^^fw ap^^w^jpw vawPv^^^ ^pw^^a^a^ aaiM^a^v # 

Stanisa Ixvi. line 8. 
Alluding to the wreckers of ComwalL 



28. 
the red wme dreUngfuL 

Stansa IxzL line 2. 



The Albanian Mussulmans do not abstain from win^ and 
indeed very few of the others. 

29. . 
Each PaUkar hit sabre from him cast. 

Stanza Ixxi. line 7. 
Paiikar, shortened when addressed to a single person. 
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from llaXixagi* a general name for a soldier amongst tho 
Greeks «nd Albinese who speak Romaic — it means properly 



" a lad.»» 



30. 
While thus in concert, 4fc* 

Stanza Ixxu. line last. 

As a specimen of the Albanian or Amaout dialect of the 
lilyric, I here insert two of their most popular choral songs, 
-which are generally chanted in dancing bj men or women 
indiscriminately. The first words are merely a kind of 
chorus without meaning, like some in our own and all other 
languages. 



1. 
Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, 
Naciarura, popuso. 



1. 
Lo, Lo, I come, I come ; be 
thou silent. 



«. 
Naciarura na civin 
Ha pe nderini ti bin. 



8. 

I come, I run ; open the door 
that I may enter. 



3. 
Ha pe uderi escrotini 
Ti vin ti mar senretini. 



3. 



Open .the door by halves, 
that I may take my turban. 
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£a ha pe pM dna dve. 

5. 
Boo, Bo, 60, Bo, Bd, 
61 cgOB Sputa cwbIio. 



4. 
GbBfioles* wiOi tile dnk 
eyes, open the gate thai I 
may enter. 
5. 
Lo, Lo, I bear Ibee, my soal. 



6. 
-CalirbteTalefiiiide 
Sde Tete tmide ttmde. 



6. 
An Amaoat giri, in coitly 
g^rts walks MUi fsnoM 
pride. 



7. 
'Caliriote me sorme 
Ti mi put e poi mi le. 



7. 
Caliriot maid of the dark 
eyeS) give me a kiss. 



8. 



Se ti puta citi mora 
Si mi ri ni yeti ado gia. 



8. 
If I have kissed thee, what 
hast thou gained? Mysoui 
is consamed with fire. 



9. 
Va le ni ii che cadale 
OIo more, more oelo. 



9. 
Dance lightly^ more gently, 
and gently stiO. 



* The Albanese, partiealarlj the women, ere freqaently tefmcd 
"Caliriotes;" for what reason I inqoired in vain. 
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10. 10. 

Pla hari ti tiiete Make Dot so much doit to 

Flu huroB da pra aeti. destroy yo«r embroidered 

hose. 

The last stann woald pussle a oommentitor: the men 
lwf« certainly buskins of the most beaatUhl teztwe* hot tha 
ladies (to whom the abofe is supposed to be addfcssed) htsre 
nothing under their little yellow boots and slippers but a 
weli-tamed and sometimes very white ancle. The Amaout 
1^ are much handsomer than the Greeks^ and their drsiii 
is &r more picturesque. They preserve their shape maeh 
longer also, from being always in the open air. It is to be 
observed, that the Amaout is not a written language ; the 
words of this song, thereibre, as well as the one which M* 
hnM» are spelt according to their pronundatiuau They are 
copied by one who speaku and uudevslBiids the dialect per* 
lectly , and who is a native of Athens. 

1. 1. 

Ndi aefila tinde ulavossa I am wounded by thy love, 

Vettimlapfivilofta. and have loved hot to 

scorch myself. 

2. 3. 

Ah vaiaisao mi privi lofse Thou hast coivnmed me! 

Si mi rini mi la vosse. Ah, asid ! thou h^st struck 

me to the heart. 



152 



NOTBS TO CHIU>B HAROLD. 



3. 

Uti tasa roba staa 
Sitti eve tulati dua. 



3. 

1 have siud I wish no dowrj, 
but thine eyes and eye- 
lashes. 



4. 
Boha sttnori ssidna 
Qu mi sini vetti dua. 



4. 
The accuned dowry I want 
not, but thee only. 



6. 
Qurmini dna civileni 
Boba ti siarmi tildi eni. 



5. 
Give me thy charms, and let 
the portion feed the flames. 



6. 6. 

Utara pisa vaistsso me simi I have loved thee, mud, with* 

rin ti hapti a smcere soul, but thou hast 

£ti mi hire a piste si gui den- left me Uke a withered tree, 
droi tiltatL 

7. 7. 

Udi vura ndorim adiri cioova If I have placed my hand on 

cilti.mpra thy bosom, what have I 

Udormi taiti hollna u ede gained? my hand is with- 

caimoni mora. drawn,but retains the flame. 



I believe, the two last stanzas, as they are in a different 
measure, ought to belong to another ballad. An idea some- 
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tldng similar to the thought in the last lines was expressed 
by Socrates, whose arra having come in contact with one of 
bis " vwoMkitni,** Critohulas or Cleobolns, the philosopher 
complained of a shooting pain as far as his shoulder for some 
days after, and therefore very properly resolved to teach his 
disciples in future without touching them. 

31. 

Tambourgi ! Tambourgi ! thy *larum afar, f c. 

Song, Stanza 1. line 1. 

These stanxas are partly taken from different Albinese 
songs, as fJEir as I was able to make them out by the expo- 
sition of the Albinese in Romaic and Italian. 

32. 
Remmber the moment when PrevisafeU, 

Song, Stanxa 8. line 1. 

It was taken by storm from the French. 

38. 
Fmr Greece! $ad rtUc of departed worth, fe. 

Stanza IxziiL line I . 

Some thoughts on this subject will be found m the sub- 
'j<mied papersi 



154 NOm TO CnWDM HABOI^D* 

Spkk ^frmim \ nitoi m Fhi^M ftivip 

StHUA Inhr. Unea 1 and 3. 

Phyle, which oomMiiat • heantM wir •€ AtfaBiit» ha» 
fltOl oonndeiible remamf : it wss leiMd by Thnsybolos 
pienonf to the expulsSoii of the lliifty. 

35. 
JUcmt the fery Rank, her former gu£it; 

StaiM» faami. Une 4. 

When taken hj the Ijiftiiit» and retuned ftr sevend ytan. 
— See Gdboh. 

36. 

T%epr§pktestombcfaUittpiout^mL 

Stanza Uxm line 6. 

Mecca and Medina were taken some time ago by the 
Wahabees, a sect yearly increasing. 

37. 
Thy valet of ever-green, thy hiOs €f mm — 

Stansa Ixxxf . fi^e 3. 
On many of the mountains, particularly Xiakora, the soow 
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ne^er is entirely melted, notwithstanding the intense heat of 
the Summer ; hut I never saw it lie on the plains eren in 
Winter. 

88. 
Save where tome toUtary cokmm mcmmu 
JUf&fte itt prostrate ftretftroi efthe tam* 

Stania lixzyi. lines 1 and 9. 
Of Meant Pentelicus, from whence the marble was dug 
that constructed the public edifices of Athens. The modem 
Mine is Mount Mendell An immense cate Ibnned by the 
quenfes still remuns» and will till the end of time. 



When MoratAon heeame a megic werc^ 

Stansa Ixzilx. line 7. 

" fliste Viator— heroa calcasl'' was the epit^ on the 
fiunotts Count Mend ^what then must be our feeling* when 
standing on the tumulus of the two hundred (Greeks) who 
llsU on Marathon ? The principal barrow has recently been 
opened by Fanvel ; ihw pr no relics, as fases* &c. were found 
by the excavator. The pkdn of Marathon was offered to me 
for Mle at the sum of sixteen thousand piastres^ about nine 
hundred pounds ! Alas!— -« Ezpende — quot Ubrm in duoe 
tummo— InTcnies!" — ^was the dust of Miltiades worth no 
more ? it could scarcely have fetdMd less If sold by weight. 



155 fioma TO •childs habold. 



PAPERS REFERRED TO BY NOTE 33, 



I. 



Before I say any tlung about a city of which every body» 
traveller or not, has thought it necessary to say something, 
I will request Miss Owenson, when she next borrows an 
Athenian heroine for her four volames, to have the goodness 
to marry her to somebody more of a gentleman than a " Dis- 
dar Aga/' (who by the by is not an Aga) the most impolite 
of petty officers, the greatest patron of larceny Athens ever 
saw, (except Lord £.) and .the onworthy occupant of the 
Acropolis, on a handsome annual stipend of 160 piastres 
(eight pounds sterling) out of which he has only to pay his 
garrison, the most ill-regulated corps in the ill-regulated 
Ottoman Empire. I speak it tenderly, seeing I was once the 
cause of the husband of ** Ida of Athens'' nearly suffering 
the bastinado ; and because the said " Disdar" is a turbulent 
husband, and beats his wife, so that I exhort and beseech 
Mbs Owenson to sue for a separate maintenance in behalf of 
*' Ida.** Having premised thus much, on a matter of sucll 
import to the readers of romances, 1 may now leave Ida, tf 
laention her birthplace. ' 

Setting aade the magic of the name, and all those assooia- 
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tbns which it would be pedantic and snperflobiu to recapitu- 
late, the very situation of Athens would render it thefavoorite 
of all who have eyes for art or nature. The climate, to* m^ 
at least, appeared a perpetual spring ; during eight months 
I never passed a day without being as many hours on horde- 
back : rain is extremely rare, snow never lies in the plains, 
and a cloudy day is an agreeable rarity. In Spain, Porto- 
• gal, and every part of the east which I visited, except Ionia 
and Attica, I percdved no such superiority of climate to our 
own ; and at Constantinople, where I passed May, June, and 
part of July, (1810) you might "damn the climate, and 
-complain of spleen," five days out of seven. 

The air of the Morea is heavy and unwholesome, but the 
moment you pass the isthmus in the direction of Megara the 
•change is strikingly perceptible. But I fear Hesiod will still 
be found correct in hb description of a Boeotian winter. 

We found at Livadia an " Esprit fort** in a Greek bbhop, 
' of alt free-thinkers ! This worthy hypocrite rallied his own 
religion with great intrepidity (but not before hu flock) and 
talked of a mass as a *' Coglioneria." It was impossible to 
think better of him for this ; but, for a Boeotiaii, he was brisk 
with all his absurdity. This phenomenon, (with the excep- 
tion indeed of Thebes, the remains of Cbsoronea* the plain of 
Platea, Orchomenus, livadia^ and its nominal cave of Tro- 
phonius), was the only remarkable thing wq saw before we 
passed Mount Cithmroa 
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He iomtaia of Dirae tnnif • qnlls lit levi^ my cx>iBp»- 
■MB (wbo renMBg to be It ooce deaofy aad clairioal batiM 
in it) pranomioed It to be tbe famhiin of JXtte, and eaj 
body wbo limiki It wortb wUle «ey contradict hioi. At 
CSoflriwedMBkof balfedeoea rtmndets, some noc of the 
jimwjH, befofe we decided to oar Mtiidi c tinn wbidi was tbe 

tpaeCartriiM, and -efea that bed •▼glanrniatwMgjpfobiJbJIy 
ften Ibe tDow, tbongh it did aot Ibnm w Into aa epic fever, 

like poor Dr. ClMiidier. 



Fiem Fort Phjlcy of ivUch lafge remaini iliU e«s^ tbe 
Finn of Athens, PenbdieaB, Hynettoty tbe JEe^n, «»d tbe 
Acn^lis, bnrrt upon the eye at once; in my opinion) a more 
glorioat pieapect than evm Cuoftra <Hr IstpaboL Not the 
view from die Tfoad, wUi Ida, te HeUespont, and the more 
distant Haeut Aliioay can tquX k, tboogb M> vupeaoi m 
extent 

I beard joacb of tiie bewily of Accadiay bat excepting the 
Yiew from the aoatitviy of MeSBapelioq, (which is in£Bdcr 
to Stm in a eammand of coonlry ) eind the descent jfinom the 
BiOoatMOsenthewayfro»l!i%iolilaaloAlgP»4«qidi»ha» 
Htde Co recommend it beyond the 



^ SteaHnry et diJcei nwriens i iminiif ti iir Aiy.** 

VhrgU eoold banre pelt -tins Into the moatb of none bnt an 
Argire ; and (with reverence be it spoken) it docs not dHcrve 
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the ejnthet And if the Polynioet of Statiai, ** In me- 
diis andit duo litora campis,*'did actually hear both flhecet ia 
crossing the isthmus of Corinth, he had better ears than liave 
ever been worn in s^h a j^nroey iiaoe. 

" A&ftm," wyu a oeiebrnted topograpker, '* is itill the 
moat poUfihed eity of Greeoe." Perhaps it may af Grmee, 
lNitB0toftheOr«efci; lor Joannina in Bpirus is uniiwwil j 
allowed, amongst themselves, to be snpenior in the weaUh» 
refinement, learmng, and dialect of its inhabitants. Hie 
Athenians are remarkable for their coniUng ; and the lower 
4Mrders are not improperly dnracteiiied in that proverb, 
which classes them with *' the Jews of Saloiuc«i and the Turks 
of the Negropont.*' 



AoMmg the various ionagaen resident in Atheni^ French, 
Italians, Germans, Ragnsans, &c there was never a differ- 
ence of opinion in their estimate of the Greek character, 
though eu all other topics they disputed with gpeat acri- 
mony. 

Mr. Fanvel, tlie Vieodh oqoiqI, wIw Jms p a we d thir^ 
years principally at AjUmm, and to wiioae talents as an artist 
and mannerB as a getleman none wlio have known him can 
refuse thdr testimony, has frequently declared in my hear- 
ing, that the Greeks do not deserve to be emancipated ; rea- 
aenlng on tfee giwrndaof their *' natioDal and indi^ual de< 
pravity," while he fis^got that such depravity is to be attri- 
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butod to 'causes whbh can only be removed by the measure 
lie reprobates. 

Mr. Boque, a French merchant of respectability long 
settled in Athens, asserted with the most amusing graWty ; 
" Sir, they are the same CanaiUe that existed in the days if 
ThemittocUt /*' an alarming remark to the '* Laudator tempo- 
ris aeti." The ancients bamshed Themistocles ; the modems 
cheat Monsienr Boqne : thus great men have ever been 
treated! 

In short, all the Franks who are fixtures, and most of the 
EngUshmen, Germans, Danes, &c. of passage, came over by 
degrees to their opinion, on much the same grounds that a 
Turk in England would condemn the nation by wholesale, 
-because he was wronged by his lacquey, and overcharged by 
his washerwoman. 

€ertamly it was not a little staggering when the Siewip 
Fauvel and Lusieri, the two greatest demagogues of the day, 
who divide between them the power of Pericles and the po- 
pularity ol Cleon, and puzzle the poor Way^Fode with per- 
'petuaj differences, agreed in the utter condemnation, " nulla 
"virtute redemptum,^' of the Greeks in general, and of the 
•Athenians in partxcnlar. 

For my own humble opinion, I am loath to hazard it, 
iinowbg, as I do, that there be now in MS. no less than five 
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tours of the firet magnitode and of the most threatening 
Aspect, all in typographical array, by persons of wit, and 
faoDonr, and regular common-place books : but, if I may say 
this without oifence, it seems to me rather hard to declare so 
positively and pertinaciously, as almost every body has de* 
clared, that tlie Greeks, because they are very bad, wIU never 
be better* 

Eton and Sonnini have led us astray by their panegyrics 
and projects ; but, on the other hand, De Panw and Thorn- 
ton have debased the Greeks beyond their demerits. 

The Greeks will never be independent ; they will never be 
sovereigns as heretofore, and God forbid they ever should ! 
but they may be subjects without being slaves. Our colonies 
are not independent, but they are free and industrious, and 
such may Greece be hereafter. 

At present, like the Catholics of Ireland and the Jews 
throughoattbe world, and such other cudgelled and heterodox 
people, they suffer all the moral and physical ills that can 
afflict humanity. Their life is a struggle against truth ', they 
are vicious in their own defence. Tliey are so unused to 
kindness, that when they occasionally meet with it they look 
upon it with suspicion, as a dog often beaten snaps at your 
fingers if you attempt to caress him. " They are ungrateful, 
notoriously, abominably ungrateful !'* — this is the general cry, 

vol.. I. M 
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Now, In Ibe name of Kemedci! for what are tbejr to be pate* 
Inl ? Where is the hanum being that ever conferred a bene* 
fit OB Greek or Greeks? They ar^ to be grateiiil to the 
Turks for their fetters, and to the Franks for their broken 
promises and lying counseb. They are to be gratefol to the 
artist who engraves their ruinsf and to the antiquary who 
carries them away : to the traveller whose jamsaary Ao^ 
them, and to the scribbler whose journal abuses them! This 
is the amount of (heir obUgatiaiks t» foneigpien. 
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II. 

Francisc0n Coment, Athens, January 93, 1 8 J I . 

Amongst the rennaulB of the barbarous policy of the ear- 
Her ages, ore the traces of bondage which yet exbt In cUfferent 
oonntrles; whose inhabitants, however divided iu religion and 
aaaimers, almost all agree in oppression. 
• 

The English luve at last compassionated their Negroes, 
and under a less bigoted government, may probably one .day 
release their Catholic brethren : but the interposition of fo- 
reigners alone can emancipate the Greeks, who, otherwise, 
appear to have as small a chance of redemption from the 
Turks, as the Jews have from mankind in general. 

Of the ancient Greeks we know more than enough ; at least 
the younger men of Europe devote much of their time to tha 
atody of the Greek writers and history, which would be more 
usefully spent in mastering their own. Of the moderns, we 
UK perhaps more neglectful than they deserve ; and whUe 
every man of any pretensions to learning is tiring out his 
youth, and often his age, in the study of the language and 
of the iiarangues of the Athenian demagogues in favour of 
freedom, the real or siiiippofted descendants of these »toKdj 

MS 
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repabUcans are left to the actual t^franny of their masten» 
although a rery slight effort is required to strike off their 
chains. 

To talk, as the Greeks themselves do, of their rising again 
to their pristine saperioritj, would be ridiculous; as the rest 
of the world must resume its barbarism, after re-asserting 
the sovereignty of Greece : but there seems to be no very 
great obstacle, except in the apathy of the Franks, to their 
becoming an useful dependency, or even a free state wi& a 
proper guarantee ; — under correction, however, be it spoken* 
£sr many, and well-informed men doubt the practicability 
even of this. 

The Greeks have never lost their hope, though they are 
now more divided in opmion on the subject of thdr probable 
deliverers- Religion recommends the Russians; but they 
have twice been deceived and abandoned by that power, and 
the dreadful lesson they received after the Muscovite deser- 
tion in the Morea has never been forgotten. The French 
they dislike; although the subjugation of the rest of Europe 
will, probably, be attended by the deliverance of continental 
Greece^ The islanders look to the English for succour, «s 
they have very lately possessed themselves of tlie loman re- 
public, Ck>rfu excepted. But whoever appear with arms in 
their hands will be welcome; and when that day arrives, 
heaven have mercy on the OttominSy they cannot eipect it 
from the Giaours. 
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' But instead of considering what they have been, and spe- 
culating 4m what they may be, let us lopk at them as they 
«re. 

And here it is impossible to reconcile the contrariety of 
opmions : some, particularly the merchants, decrying the 
Greeks in the strongest language ; others, generally travellers* 
turning periods in their eulogy, and publishing very curious 
speculations grafted on tbeirformer state, which can have no 
more effect on their present lot, than the existence of the 
Jncas on the future fortunes of .Peru, 

One very ingenious person terms tliemthe " natural allies" 
of Englishmen; another, no less ingenious, will not allow 
them to be the allies of any body, and denies their very de» 
scent firom the ancients; a third, more ingenious than dther* 
builds a Greek empire on a Russian foundation, and realizes 
(on paper) all the chipaeras of Catherine IJ. As to the ques- 
.tion of their descent, what can it import whether the Main- 
notes are the lineal laconians or not? or the present Athe- 
nians as indigenous as the bees of Hymettus, or as the grass- 
hoppers, to which they once likened themselves? What 
Englishman cares if he be of a Danish, Saxon, Norman, or 
Trojan blood ? or who, except a Welchman, is afflicted with 
A desire of being descended from Caractacus? 

The poor Greeks do not so much abound in the good 
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'things of tbis world, 88 to render even their claims to anti- 
quity an object of envy ; it is very cruel, then, in Mr. TboriK 
ton, to disturb them in the possession of all that time has left 
them J viz. their pedigree, of which they are the more tena- 
cious, as it is all they can call their own. It would be worth 
while to publish together, and compare, the works uf Messrs. 
Thornton and De Fauw, Eton and Sonnini; paradox on one 
side, and prejudice on the other. Mr. Thornton conceives 
himself to have claims to public confidence from a fourteen 
years residence at Pera ; perhaps he may on the subject of 
the Turks, but this can give htm no more insight into the 
real state of Greece and her inhabitants, than as many years 
spent in Wapping into that of the Western Highlands. 

The Greeks of Constantinople live in Fanal ; and if Mr. 
Thomfon did not oftener cross the Golden Horn than his 
brother merchants are accustomed to do, I should place no 
great reliance on his information. I actually heard one of 
these gentlemen boast of their little general intercourse with 
the city, and assert of himself with an air of triumph, that 
he had been but four times at Constantinople in as many 
years. 

As to Mr. Thornton's voyages in the Black Sea with Greek 
vessels, they gave him the same idea of Greece as a cruise to 
Berwick in a Scotch smack would of Johnny Grofs house. 
Upon what grounds then does he arrogate the right of con- 
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dcnmiiig by wholeaale a body of men, of whom lie ean know 
Kttle ? It is rather a carious cirenoMtaQce that Mr. Thornton, 
who so lavishly dispraises Pouqueville on every ooeanonof 
mentioning the Turks, has yet recoarse to hfan as authority 
on the Greeks, and terms him an impartial observer. Now 
Dr. Pouquevilte is as little entitled to that appellation, as 
Mr. Thornton to confer it on Mm. 

The fact is, we are deplorably in want of information ea 
the subject of the Greeks, and hi particular their literature, 
nor is there any probability of our bemg better acquainted, 
till our intercourse becomes more intimate or their mdepend* 
cnce confirmed ; the relations of pasang travellers are as littie 
to be depended on as tiie invectives of angry factors ; but till 
9omethmgmore can be attained, we must be content with the 
little to be acquired from dmilar sources*. 

• A word, wpauant, with Mr. Thornton and Dr. Pouqueville ; 
who h«v« been guilty between them of sadly clipping the Saltan's 
Turkish. 

Dr. Pouqueville tells a long story of a Moslem who swallowed 
corrosive sublimate in such quantities that he acquired the name of 
.• SuUyman Tey€nr i. •• qooth ^^ Doctor, " Suleyman^thteaUr 
qf corrorive sublimate:' " Aha," thinks Mr. Thornton (angry with 
the Doctor for the fiftieth time) " have 1 caught you ?"— Then, in a 
note twice the thickness of the Doctor's anecdote, he questions tte) 
DoGtoi's proficiency in the Turkish tongue, and his veracity in hto 
own.— >* For," observes Mr. Thornton (after infiicting on ni the 
tough participle of a Turkish verb) " it means noChing mon than 



I6a NOTES TO CHILDE HAROU).. 

-. . Hbwerer defective these may be, they are preferable to 
0ie paradoxes of men who have read saperficially of the an* 
cients, and seen nothiog of the moderns, such as De Panw ; 
who, when be asserts that the British breed of horses is min- 
ed by Newmarket, and that the Spartans were cowards in the 
lueld, betrays an equal knowledge of Englisli horses and Spar- 
tan men. His '* philosophical observations*' have a much 
better claim to the title of « poetical." It could not be ex- 
pected that he who so liberally condemns some of the most 
celebrated institutions of the ancient, should have .mercy on 
the modem Greeks j and it fortunately happens, that the ab- 
surdity of his hypothesis on their forefathers, refutes his sen- 
tence on themselves. 

'* Suleyman the eater" and quite cashiers the supplementarj jii6. 
linuUe" I7ow^both are fight, and both are wrong. If Mr. Thornton 
when he next resides *' fourteen jears in the fxctory," will consult 
his Turkish dictionary, or ask any of his Stamboline acquaintance, 
he will discover that '< SuUi/ma*n yeyen" put together discreetly, 
mean the "Swmllower of suAlimate" without any " Suleymavf* in 
the case; " SuUyma^* signifying *< corroiive sublimate,** and not 
being a proper name on this occasion, alUiough it be an orthodox 
name enough with the addition of n. After Mr. Thornton's fre- 
quent hints of profound Orientalism, he might have found this out 
before he sang snch paeans over Dr. Ponqueville. 

After this, I think ** Travellers vemu Factors*' shall be our notto, 
though the above Mr. Thornton has condemned " hoc genns omno," 
for mistake and misrepresentatioo, " Ne Sutor ultra crepldam,** 
** Ko merchant beyond his bales.** N.B. For the benefit of Mr. 
Thornton, " Sutor" is not a proper name. 
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liet us trusty then, that in spite of the prophecies of Dc 
ftoWf and the douhts of Mr. Thornton, there is a reasonable 
hope of the reden^ption of a race of men, who» whatever may 
be the errors of their religion and policy, have been amply 
punished by three centuries and a half of captivity. 
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ra. 

Athau, Frmintem CamoaU, Mgrck 17, 1811. 
" I mnstlunre tome talk with this learned Thebon." 

Some time after my return from Constantiiiople to tbis city 
I recdved the thirty-first nomber of the Edinbni^h Beview 
as a great favour, and certainly at this distance an acceptable 
one, from the captain of an English fxigate off Salamis. In 
that number, Art 3. containing the review of a Frendi 
translation of Strabo, there are introduced some remarlcs on 
the modem Greeks and their literature, with a short account 
of Coray, a co-translator in the French vemion. On those 
remarks I mean to ground a few observations, and the spot 
where I now write will I hope be sufficient excuse for intro- 
ducing them in a work in some degree connected with the 
subject. Coray, the most celebrated of living Greeks, at 
least among the Franks, was bom at Scio (in the Review 
Smyrna is stated, I have reason to think, incorrectly), and, 
besides the translation of Beccaria and other works men- 
tioned by the reviewer, has published a lexicon in Romaic 
and French, if I may trust the assurance of some Damsh 
travellers lately arrived from Paris ; but the latest we have 
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^en here inFrencli and Greek is thatof Gregory ZoBkogloou*. 
Coray has recently been Involved in an anpieasant cotftro' 
Tersy with M. Gail f, a Parisian commentator and editor of 
some translations from the Greek poets, in consequence of 
the Institute having awarded him the prize for his version 
of Hippocrates " m^l tfittwr," &c. to the disparagement, and 
consequently displeasure, of the said Gail. To his exerti<ai8 
literary and patriotic great praise is undoubtedly due, but a 
psrt of that praise ought not to be withheld from the two 
kfrtthers Zosimado (merchants settled in Leghorn) who sent 
him to Paris, and maintained him, for the express purpose df 
elucidating the ancient, and adding to the modem, researches 
of bis countrymen. Coray, however, is not considered by 
his countrymen equal to some who lived in the two last cem 
tunes ; more particularly Dorotheus of Mitylene, whose Hel- 
lenic writings are so much esteemed by the Greeks that 
Miletius terms hhn, ** Mira rhy Buxxfitim x»l Sivo^'ym H^ic 
*BXhnnorf" (P. 224. Ecclesiastical History, vol. iv.) 

* I have io niy potsession an excellent Lexicon *' raiyXwfcvfr* 
which I received in exchange from S. G— , Esq. for a small gem : 
m J antiquarian friends have never forgotten it, or forgiven me. 

t In Gail's pamphlet against Coray he talks of " tfarowiug the in* 
Solent Helleniste out of the windows." On this a French critic 
exclaims, " Ah, my Ood ! throw an Helleniste out of the window ! 
What sacrilege !" It certainly would be a serious business for those 
authors who dwell in the attics : but I have quoted the passage 
merely to prove the similarity of style among the controversiaMsta 
of all polished countries ; London or Edinburgh could hardly parni- 
Irl this Parisian ebullition. 
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Fanagiotes Kodrikas, the translator of Fontendle, and Ka- 
marases, who translated Ocellus Lucanus on the Universe, 
into French^ Christodoulus, and more particularly Psalidar 
whom I have conversed with in Joaiuuna, are also in high, 
repute among their literati. The last-mentioned has pub»> 
lished in llomaic and Latin a work on " True Happiness," 
dedicated to Catherine 11. But Poljzois, who b stated hy 
the reviewer to be the only modem except Coray who has 
Ifiistinguished himself by a knowledge of Hellenic^ if ho he 
the Folyzois liampanitziotes of Yanina, who has published a 
number of editions in llomaic, was neither more nor less than 
an itinerant vender of hooks ; with the contents of which he 
had no concern beyond his name on the title page, placed 
there to secure his property in the publication ; and he was, 
moreover, a man utterly destitute of scholastic acquirements. 
As the name, however, is not uncommon, some other Polyzoia 
may have edited the Epistles of Aristieuetus. 

It is to be regretted that the system of continental blockade 
has closed the few channels through which the Greeks received 
their publications, particularly Venice and Trieste. Even 
the common grammars for children are become too dear for 
the lower orders. Amongst their original works the Geo- 
graphy of Meletius, Archbishop of Athens, and a multitude 
of theological qtiartos and poetical pamphlets are to be met 
with : their grammars and lexicons of two, three, and four 
languages are numerous and excellent, llieir poetry is in 
rhyme. The most singular piece I have lately seen is a satire 
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in dialogue between a Kassian, English, and French traveller, 
and the Way wode of Wallachla (or Blackbey, as they term 
him), an archbishop, a merchant, and Cogia Bachi (or pri* 
mate),' in'succession ; to all of whom under the Turks thti 
writer attributes their present degeneracy. Their songs are 
Boinetimes pretty and pathetic, bat their tunes generally un- 
pleasing to the ear of a Frank : the best is the famous " Atv7( 
iraiiti Twv *EXXiivtuv," by the unfortunate Riga. But from a 
catalogue of more than sixty authors> now before me, only 
fifteen can be found who have touched on any theme except 
theology. 

I am entrusted with a commisaon by a Greek of Athens 
named Marmarotouri to make arrangements, if possible, for 
printing in London a translation of Barthelemi's Anarcharsis 
in Romaic, as he has no other opportunity, unless he dis* 
patches the MS. to Vienna by the Black Sea and Danube. 

The reviewer mentions a school established at Hecatonesi, 
and suppressed at the instigation of Sebastiani: he means 
Cidoiues, or, in Turkish, Haiyali ; a town on the continent 
where that institution for a hundred students and three pro- 
fessors still exists. It is true that this establishment was 
disturbed by the Porte, under the ridiculous pretext that the 
Greeks were constructing a fortress instead of a college ; but 
on investigation, and the payment of some purses to the 
Divan, it has been permitted to continue. The principal 
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pnfetior, named Vcnumiii, (i. e. Benjamio), it stated to be 
» man of talent* bat a freethinker. He was bom in Leabof^ 
studied in Italy, and is master of Hellenic, Latin, and some 
Frank languages; besides a Smattering of the sciences. 

Though it is not my intention to enter farther on this topic 
than may allude to the article in question, I cannot bat ob" 
serve that the reviewer's lamentation over the fall of the 
Greeks appears singular, when he closes it with these words : 
^ tiie change is to be attrihuted to their mirforUmet rather than 
to any * physical degradation,' " It may be true that the Greeks 
are not physically degenerated, and that Constantinople con- 
tained on the day when it changed masters as many men of 
sx feet and upwards as in tlie hour of prosperity ; but andent 
history and modem politics instruct us that something more 
than physical perfection is necessary to preserve a state in 
vigour and independence ; and the Greeks, in partionlar« are 
a melancholy example of the near connection between moral 
degradation and national decay. 

The reviewer mentions a plan " webdiev^hj Fotemkinibr 
the purification of the Romaic, and I have endeavoured in 
vain to procure any tidings or traces of its existence. There . 
was an academy in St. Petersburg for the Greeks; but it was 
suppressed by Paul, and ha& not been revived by his succe&sor. 

There is a slip of the pen, and it can only be a slip of the 
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pCD, in p. 58. No. 31. of the £dmburgh Review, where theie 
words occur : — ** We are told that when the capital of the 
Enat yielded to Solyman** — It may be presumed that this last 
word will, iu a future edition, be altered to Mahomet IL* 
The " ladies of Constantinople/' it seems, at that period spoltp 
« dialect, " which would not have disgraced the lips of an 
Athenian." I do not know how that might be, but am sorry 
to say the ladies in general, and the Athenians in particular^ 
are much altered; being far fnom cbolce either in their dialect 
or expressions, as the whole Attic race are barbarous to a 
|»overb: 

* In a former number of the Edinbumh Review, 1808, it is ob- 
served ; "Lord Bjron pasted some of his early years in Scotland. 
wbve he niglit have learned that pibroch does not mean a bag. 
pipe, any more than duet means a fiddle.'* Query,— Was it in 
Scotland that the young gentlemen of the Edinburgh Reviewr learn, 
ed that Solyman means Mahomet II, any more than criticiim 
means iitfaUibUUyt^-bvLt thni it is, 

'< Caedimus inqne vicem prssbemus crura sagitiis.'* 

The mistake seemed so completely a lapse of the pen (from the great 
similarity of the two words, and the total absence qf error from 
the former pages of the literary leviathan) that I should have passed 
it over as in the text, had I not perceived in the Edinburgh Review 
much facetious exultation on all soch detections, particularly a re- 
cant one, where words and syllables are subjects of disquisition and 
transposition ; and the abovementioned parallel passage in my own 
case irresistibly propelled roe to hint how much easier it is to be 
eritlcal than correct. Tha genUanm, having enjoyed many a 
tHwttph on such victories, will hardly bflgmdf e me a slight ovation 
for the present. 
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lo Gibbon, toI. x. p. 161. is tbc foUowing aenfenoe: — ** The 
Tolgar dialect of the city was gross and boriMUOns, thoogh 
the compontions of the church and palace soroetimes affected 
to copy the pority of the Attic models." Whatever may be 
asserted on the subject, it is diflicult to conceive that the 
*« ladies of Constantinople,* in the reign of the hist Cassar, 
spoke a purer dialect than Anna Coranena wrote three cev 
turies before: and those rojal pages are not esteemed ib^ 
best models of oomposatum, although the princess yXttfrlay 
«X" AKPlBttZ ATltju^wm. In the Fanal, and m Yanina» 
the best Greek is spoken : in the latter there is a flourishing 
school under the direction of Psalida. 

There is now in Athens a pupil of Psalida's, who is making 
a tour of observation through Greece : be is intelligent, and 
better educated than a fellow-commoner of most colleges. I 
mention this as a proof that the spirit of enquiry is not dor- 
mant amongst the Greeks. 

The Reviewer mentions Mr. Wright, the author of th^ 
beautiful poem " Hone lonica," as qualified to give details 
of these nominal Komans and degenerate Greeks, and also of 
their language: but Mr. Wright, though a good poet and an 
able man, has made a mistake where he states the Albania^ 
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dialect of the Romaic to approumate nearest to t]ie Hellenic : 
for the Albanians speak a Romaic as notoriously corrupt as 
the Scotch of Aberdeenshire, or the Italian of Naples. Ya- 
nina, (where, next to the Fanal, the Greek is purest) although 
the capital of All Pacha's duminions, is not in Albania bat 
Epirus: and beyond Delvinachi in Albania Proper up to 
Argyrocastro and Tepaleen (beyond which I did not advance) 
they speak worse Greek than even the Athenians. I was 
attended for a year and a half by two of these singular 
mountaineers, whose mother tongue is lUyric, and I never 
heard them or their countrymen (whom I have seen, not only 
at home, but to the amount of twenty thousand in the army 
of Vely Pacha) praised for their Greek, but often laughed at 
for their provincial barbarisms. 

I have in my possession about twenty-five letters, amongst 
which some from the Bey of Corinth, written to me by 
Notaras, the Cogia Bachi, and others by the dragoman of the 
Caimacaro of the Morea (which last governs in Vely Pacha's 
absence) are said to be favourable specimens of their epis- 
tolary style. I also received some at Comtantinople from prt* 
rate persons, written in a most hyperboUcal style, but in the 
true antique character. 

The Reviewer proceeds, after some remarks on the tongue 
in its past and present state, to a paradox (page 69) on the 
great mischief the knowledge of hb own language has done • 

VOL. I. N 
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to Coray, who, it leems, is less likely to understand the indent 
Greek, because he is perfect master of the modem ! This 
observation follows a paragraph, recommending, in explicit 
terms, the study of the Romaic, as " a powerful auxiliary ," 
not only to the traveller and foreign merchant, but also to 
the classical scholar; in abort, to every body except the only 
person who can be thoroughly acquainted with its uses : and 
by a parity of reasoning, our old language is conjectured to 
be probably more attainable by " foreigners" than by our- 
selves ! Now I am inclined to think, that a Dutch Tyro in 
our tongue (albeit himself of Saxon blood) would be sadly 
perplexed with " Sir Tristrem," or any other given " Auchin- 
lech MS." with or without a grammar or glossary ; and to 
most apprehensbns it seems evident, that noue but a native 
can acquire a competent, hr less complete, knowledge of our 
obsolete idioms. We may give the critic credit for his in- 
genuity, but no more believe him than we do SrooUet's lis- 
mahago, who maintains that the purest English u spoken in 
fididbargh. That Coray may err is very possible ; but if he 
does, the fault is in the man rather than in his mother tongoei 
wllich is, as it ought to be, of the greatest aid to the native 
Mudent.— Here the Reviewer proceeds to business onStndM/s 
translators, and here I close my remarks. 

' Sir W. Drummond, Mr. Hamilton, Lord Aberdeen, Dr. 
Chu^ee, Captain Leake, Mr. Gell, Mr. Walpole, and mhny 
etileirs rkm in EagiHsd, have all the requisites to funiibli 
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dcteib of this &Ue& people. The few ohsenrations I have 
offered I should have left where I made them, had not the 
article io question, and above all the spot where I read it, 
Induced me to advert to those pages which the advantage of 
ay present situation enabled roe to dear, or at least to make 
tiie attempt. 

I have endeayoored to wave the personal feelings, which 
rise in despite of me in touching upon any part of the Edun- 
turgh Review ; not from a wish to conciliate the favour of 
Us writers, or to cancel the remembrance ot a syllable I have 
formerly published, but simply from a sense of the impruprietj 
of mizing up private resentments with a disquisition of the 
present kind, and more particularly at this distance of time 
•odphiop. 
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ADDITIONAL NOTE, ON THE TURKS. 

The difficulties of travelling in Torkey have been much - 
exaggerated, or rather have considerably diminished of late 
years. The Mussulmans have been beaten into a kind of 
sullen civility, very comfortable to voyagers. 

It is basardoQS to say much on the subject of Turks and 
Turkey ; since it is possible to live amongst them twenty years 
without acquiring information, at least from themselves. As 
far as my own slight experience carried me I have no com- 
plaint to make ; but am indebted for many civilities (I might 
almost say for friendship), and much hospitality, to Ali, Pacha, 
his son Veli Pacha of the Morea, and several others of high 
rank in the provinces. Suleyman Aga, late Governor of 
Athens, and now of Thebes, was a ban tftvemt, and as sndal a 
being as ever sat cross-legged at a tray or a table. During 
the carnival, when our Engibh party were masqueradmg, 
both himself and his successor were more happy to " receive 
masks** than any dowager in Grosvenor-Square. 

On one occasion of his supping at the convent, his friend 
and visitor, the Cadi of Thebes, was carried from table per* 
fectly qualified for any club in Christendom ; while the wor- 
tliy Waywode himself triumphed in his iall. 
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Ib all nioney tranaactioiu with the Motlems, I ever found 
the strictest honoar, the highest (Usiateresteduess. In trans- 
acting biishiess with them, there are none of tliose dirty peeu- 
latious, under the name of interest, difference of exchange, 
commission, &c. &c. uniformly found in applying to a Greek 
consul to cash bills, even on the first Houses in Pera. 

"With regard to presents, an established custom in the East, 
you will rarely find yourself a loser ; as one worth acceptance 
u generally returned by another of similar value — a hone, 9r 
a shawl. 

In the capital and at court the citizens and courtiers are 
formed in the same school with those of Christianity ; but 
tliere does not exist a more honourable, friendly, and high- 
spirited character than the true Turkbh provincial Aga, or 
Moslem country-gentleman. It is not meant here to desig^te 
the govemora of towns, but those Agas who, by a kind of 
feudal tenure, possess lands and houses, of more or less cx- 
<tent, in Greece and Asia Minor. 

The lower orders are in as tolerable discipline as .the nb« 
ble in countries with greater pretensions to civilisation. A 
.Moslem, in walking the streets of our oountry-townn would 
be more incommoded in England than a Fnmk in a dmilar 
ritnation in Turkey. Eegimentab are the best traveUing 
dress. 
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The beat accounts of the religion, wad different Mct> of 
Uemism, maj he found in D*Olisaon*s French y of thdjr naa* 
uen, &c. perhaps in Thornton's English. The Ottooiaa 
wiUi all their defects, are not a people to be despised. Equals 
at least, to the Spaniards, they are soperbr to the Portn^ 
gaese. If it be difficult to pranoonoe what they are, we can at 
least say what they are not : they are not treacherous, they are 
nt€ cowardly, they do not bum heretics, they are fwt assaasinSy 
nor has an enemy advanced to tAeir capital. They are faith- 
lol to their sultan till he becomes unfit to govern, and devout 
to their God without an inquisition. Were they driven firoa 
St. Sophia to-morrow, and the French or Russians enthroned 
m their stead, it would become a question, whetber Europe 
wonld gain by the exchange? England wonld certainly be 
the loser. 

With regard to that ignorance of which they are so ge- 
nerally, and sometimes justly, accused, it may be doubted, al- 
ways excepting France and England, in what useful pciints of 
knowledge they are excelled by other nations. Is it in the 
common arts of life ? In their manufactures ? Is a Turkish 
aabre inferior to a Toledo? or is a Turk worse clothed or 
lodged, or fed and taught, than a Spaniard? Are their Pa> 
chas worse educated than a Grandee? or an Effendi than a 
XUght of St. Jago ? I think not. 

I remember Mahmout, the grandson of Ali Pacha, sdctsg 
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'Whether my fellow-tniyeller and myself were in the upper or 
lower House of Parliament. Now this question from a boy 
of ten years oM proved that his education had not been 
neglected. It may be doubted if an English boy at that age 
knows ^he difference of the Divan from a College of iUer- 
vises ; but I am very sure a Spaniard does not. How Utde 
Mahmout, sarrounded, as he had been, entirely by his Turk- 
ish tutors, had learned that there was such a thing as a Far- 
iiament it were useless to conjecture, unless we suppose that 
his instructors did not confine his studies to the Koran. 

In all the mosques there are schools established, which are 
very regularly attended; and the poor are taught without the 
church of^Turkey being put into peril. I believe the system 
is not yet printed (though there is such a thing as a Turkish 
press, and books printed on the late military institution of the 
Niiam Gedidd) ; nor have I heard whether the Mufti and the 
MoUas have subscribed, or the Caimacam and the Tefterdar 
taken the alarm, for fear the Ingenuous youth of the turban 
should be taught not to " pray to* God their way«" The 
Greeks also — a kind of Eastern Irish papists — have a college 
of their own at Maynooth — ^no, at Hiuvali; where the hete- 
rodox receive much the same kind of countenance from the 
Ottoman as the Catholic college from the English legislature. 
Who shall then affirm, that the Turks are ignorant bigots, 
when they thus evince the exact proportion of Christiau cha- 
rity which is tolerated in the most prosperous and orthodox 
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ofall poMiUekiogdomf? But, thoo^ tliej allow all tbis, 
they will not roffer the Greeks to participate in thdr piivl- 
leges : no, let them fight thdr battles, and pay their haratch 
(taies), be drabbed in this wofM, and damned in die next. 
And shall we then emancipate oar Irish Helots ? Mahomet 
IbrUd ! We should then be bad Mussolmans, and worse 
Christians ', at present we unite the best of both — jesoitical 
frith, and soaiethiiig notmnch inferisr to Turkish toleiatioik 
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AM0N68T an enslaved people, obliged to have recoane to 
foreign presaes even for their books of religion, it is less to 
be wondered at that we find so few pabiitations on general 
ttibjects than that we find any at all. The whole number of 
the Greeks, scattered op and down the Turkish empire and 
elsewhere, may amount, at roost, to three millions ; and yet, 
for so scanty a number, it is impossible to discover any nation 
with so great a proportion of books and their authors, as the 
Greeks of the present century. " Ay,** but say the generous 
fidvopates of oppression, who, while they assert the ignorance 
of tlte Greeks, wish to prevent them firom dispelling it, " ay^ 
but these are mostly, if not all, ecclesiastical tracts, and con« 
sequently good for nothing.'' Well ! and pray what else can 
jthey write about? It is pleasant enough to hear a Frank* 
particularly an Englishman, who may abuse the government 
of his own country; or a Frenchman, who may abuse every 
government except his own, and who may range at will over 
every philosophical, reUgious, scientific, sceptical, or mord 
.•abject, sneering at the Greek legends. A Greek most not 
write on politics, and cannot touch on science for want of in- 
4triiotion *, if he doubts, he is excommunicated and damned ; 
therefore his ooantryraen are not poisoned with modem j^ 
W>phy I and as to morals, thanks to the Turks ! there are no 
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flnch things. What then is left him, if he has a turn fiir 
scribbling ? Religion and holy biography : and it is natural 
enough thai those who have so little in this life should look to 
the next. It is no great wonder then that in a catalogue noW 
before me of fifty-five Greek writen» many of whom were 
lately living, not above fifteen should have touched on any 
thing but religion. The catalogue alluded to is contained in 
the twenty-siith chapter of the fourth volume of Meletios's 
Ecclesiastical History. From this I subjoin an extract of those 
who bave written on general subjects ; which will be followed 
by some specimens of the Romaic. 



LIST O*^ ROMAIC AUTHORS •. 

Neophitus, Diakonos (the deacon) of the Mbrea, has 
published an extensive grammar, and also some political 
reguhitions, which last were left unfinished at his deadi. 

Prokopius, of Moscopolis (a town in Epirus), has written 
and pubtished a catalogue of the learned Greeks. 

Seraphin, of Periclea, is the author of many works in the 
Turlush language, but Greek character ; for the Christiaiis of 
Caramania who do not speak Romaic, but read the character. 

* It it to be observed that the names given are not in chfowda- 
gical order, but consist «ftf some selected at a ventore from amongst 
those who floorished from the taking of Coostsatinople to the time 
<«f]lfeletiu8. 
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EustaUrius PsaHdas, of Bacharest, a physician, made the 
tour of England for the purpose of stndy (x»e*v (uad^tdi;): 
but though his name is enumerated, it is not stated that he 
has "written any thing. 

< 

KaUmikus Torgeraus, Patriarch of Constantinople ; many 
poems of his are extant, and also prose tracts, and a catalogoe 
of patriareha since the last taking of Constantinople. 

Anastasius Macedon, of Nazos, member of the royal aca- 
demy of Warsaw. A church biographer. 

]>emetrius Pamperes, a Moscopolite, has written many 
works, particularly ** A Commentary on Hesiod's Shield of 
Hercules," and two hundred tales (of what, is i^ot specified}^ 
and has published his correspondence with the celebrated 
George of Trebiaond, his cotemporary. 

Meletius, a celebrated geographer ; and author of the book 
from whence these notices are taken. 

Dorotheus, of Mitylene, an Aristotelian philosopher: his 
Helleidc works are in great repute, and he is esteemed by 
the modems (I quote the words of Meletiua) lAm vh 8ntt^- 
mm xal KifputU ap»ro( *EXXnntfy. I add further* on the 
authority of a well*tnformed Greek, that he was so famous 
amongst Ids countrymen, that they w^re accustomed to say, 
if Ihucydides and Xenophon were wanting he was capable 
of repairing the loss. 
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Hariims Coont Tharboares, of CepbaloDui, prdlca0r' of 
chemistiy in the academy of Padua, and menber of tint 
academy, and those of Stockhohn and Upsal. He has pab- 
iished, at Venice, an acoomit of some marine animal, and a 
treatise on the properties of iron. 

Marcus, brother to the fimner, fanioas in mechanics. He 
renioved.to St. Petersborg the immense rock on which the 
statne of Peter the Great was fixed in 1769. See the dis* 
sertadon which he published in Paris, 1777. 

George Constantine has published a four-tongued lexicon. 

George Veqtote; a lexicon in French, Italian, and Ro- 
maic. 

There exut sereral other dictionaries in latin and RomaiCf 
French, &c. berides grammars, in every modem language, 
except English. 

Amongst the living authors the foUowing are most cela- 
brated*:— 

Athanawns Fariot has written a treatise on rhetoric in 

Christodoolos, an Acamauan, has published, in ViflMia^ 
tome physical treatises in Hellenic. 

* These names are not taken from any publication. 
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Panag^otes Kodrikas, an Athenian, the Romaic translator 
of Fontenelle's ** Plurality of Worlds," (a favourite work 
amongst the Greeks), is stated to be a teacher of the Hel- 
lenic and Arabic languages in Paris ; in both of which he is 
an adept. 

Athananus, th6 Parian, author of a treatise^ on rhetoric 

Vicenzo Damodos, of Cephalonia, has written *' ti( t) 
fAtcoCsp&pev,*' on logic and physics. 

John Kamarases, a Bysantine, has translated into French 
Ocellus on the Universe. He is said to be an excellent 
Hellenist, and Latin scholar. 

Gregorio Demetrius published, in Vienna, a geographical 
work: he has also translated several Italian authors, and 
printed his versions at Venice. 

Of Coray and Psalida some accomit has been already 
giveiu 
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GREEK WAR SONG.* 

1. 
i TUu^S ''*k ^^^^ q[x0«v 






2. 
O d« ua^i Twv E'XXsivwy 
. xoxxaXa iut^^twiuHk 

7w^ >jc£iii mwrf 

ovm^finri Zxa 6/mu 

xa2 nxari irpd iramv, 

rd o«Xa iff Xafitf/xcv, &c. 
* A IraDftlation of this wng will be fomd among the iBallcr 
Poems, ia ihe Kist volame. 
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3. 



JifctfOC rot; (axorov 
«rot7 Av^pic iirtttvi/xlyov 



4. 



"O mv i(( Tag etffju9itv>ji*s 
Xfl&l aOrvrt Tiar^ xp<»r» 
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ROMAIC EXTRACTS. 

/uiiT* auT&r im /ubtiTfOiroXtTifV crr» * va fihety^trnyp tvuza 
tva vpayfJutrtUTtfl not 7ia vfu^iiTa, 

£iir< (Ma; «? 9iXfXX«iya tw; ^tpn; rnv crxXaGav 
xai rqv ^ap/yo^rw rn* Tojpxiw rv^rtiai 
vug Tcug ^v\BkTs xol v^picfAus xai o-fiJfipoJia/uuav 
iraiSfiWy irapdfTttnff yt/vatxunr &vqx9i/cov ^opuay 
Acy ircrdai io-iTe airoyovoi Ixiiywf Twry 'EXX^vtw* 
rah iXtvOipeav xai a-o^iSiv xal r»v ^iXoffttrptJanr 
xal va»s ixtXm afttByntrxov yia Trpf iXtvBtfiav 
xal Twpa iaiig wouxttvOm tig riTotaf rvgamav 
xal irorov ytyof w; ia-iT^ (vra9ti pwriafxiyof 
ui rh tn^iavt iufUfjinv, cf; x* oXn ^aatova-fxivn 
irwf vvv Ixataarn^urt rhf pwrtviv ^EkXain 
/Sa&i ! so; f y« axiXc^poy, cJ; 0-xoT»vny XctfAir<Uay 
'OfAtXci ^Xvarc Tpaixf ((«f /uuc; tw aitlav 
fAf] xpvirriff rCffomf hfJuif, "kvi tm aitopiay. 
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vvv ii cTdxTtt, xal Avc»|(i» 

tout' iff tS ^irpoy T^ UnySv-i 
aM rn&^u td rtxm xp&^ti, 

TiaX TBTi iXmi^tt Znxipit^H. 
ivpttv, iffou '^tt vviriif p'hoyi^n 
Ma* o'rif T0X/*^ai| ya »^ (vmntni 

The above is the commencement of a long dramatic utire 
on the. Greek priesthood, princes, and gentry; it i, con- 
temptible as a composition, but perhaps curious as a sped- 
men of their rhyme; I have the whole in MS. but this ex- 
tract will be found sufficient The Romaic in this com- 
position is so easy as to render a version an insult to a 
scholar; but those who do not understand the original will 
excuse the foUowmg bad translation of what is in itself 
indilTerent 
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^^kbrnMo, aad f feochnwo oakiBg the toar 

J ^■^, and obserwing the miseraWe at»te of the 

^{^^ toterrogate, in turn, a Greek PaJaiot, to leam 

^"^ ; afterwards an ArcbWshop, then a VUckhey ♦, 

Merchant, and Cog» Bachi or Pnmate. 

Xhod friend of thy country I to stranger* record 
Why bear ye the yoke of the Ottoeiatt Urd? 
Why bear ye these fetters thus tanely d»iday'd. 
The wrongs of the matrou, the stripling, and maid? 
The descendanto of Hellas's race are not ye! 
The patriot sons of tho sage and the fret, 
Thns sprung from the blood of the noble and brare. 
To vilely exist as the Mussulman slave! 
^ot »uch were the fathers yoar annals can boast. 
Who conquered and died for the freedom yon lost! 
|ifot mch was your land in her earlier hour. 
The day'Star of nations in wisdom and power! 
A^d itUl will jou thus unresisttng increase. 
Oil sbaiveful dishonour ! the darkness of Greece? 
Then lell ut» beloved Acbasan ! reveal 
The cause of the woes which yon camiot oonoeaL 

• VUckbej, Prince of Wallachia. 



Tb^rtply of die PhUelleoist I have not translated* «• it 
li no better tbaa the question of the traveUkig triunvinte; 
and the above will sufficiently show with what kind of oen* 
^position the Gteekn are now tfatiaiied. I trust I have not 
much injured the original m the few lines given as fiuth- 
fuMy, and as near the " Oh, Miss Bailey ! unfortonf^te Miss 
Bailey !*' measure of the Romaic, as I cotdd make tiicm. 
Almost all thetr pieces, above a song, which aspire to the 
jUune of poetry, contun exactly the quantity of ftet of 

" A captain bold of Halifax who Itv'd in country quarters,** 

which is in fact the present heroic couplet of the Romaic. 



SCENE FROM 'o KA^ENLX. 

TRAHILATKD FROM THE ITALIAN OF QOLDOTfl BY 

flPSRlDXOK VLANTI. 

2 K H N H Kr'. 
nAATZIAA »; Tn» woprav tS x«Vi*?, x«t o! flfvwfliy. 
IIAA. ft** etil A-ni rl fta'foBvpi jam i^a,vi va mxvW rytt 
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AOTA. TpffTc xfQ^F^ <(vlpfff« sVsg S sup Eiiytn^fy Itfkkoi 

*AAlfPT1f(k 

1IAA* (^Afafi.wa n; mO^r^s ^ <^*>n ^ ^VSfuvM;, ^v S/uiav 

AEA. N<} I7 ^ x«X^ ''^*f ^ *^P ^yittm. [nTiwyra;.] 

OAOI. Na ^, ya ^. 

IIAA« (Ai;Vif iTvat Mfaf fiM X*^P<C '^Xo.) KaX2 M^tuVPt 

kptrribitif htS ^c'Xco vet vS^ ntal^w idai, [n^f th IvXov.] 
AOT. 'OpivfMs voi* ^ai/TtfiifffAivof j^I^xior ran ^nXivTwr.) 

[T^ tfxw&^u &nh rh tfyarnf* tS vaiyri^tv. 

PIA* Ka^ii^f na^idy nayutt xaXny xagjifl^y» ^h 10*01 rlirorte^ 

BIT. '£yw aXa$wfOfAai irw; £vi0flMiw. [Zuv/px'^^* '^^ ^* 
ietx/rit Tiff J 

'And fv «a^y^ m ifraiwf ^fotrai 0X01, •«» 
tf^KJTonrvMC &*h t) T]pave^( avYtiCfJihotf W Tof 
(mftifffAiv TV Ai^y^pir jBx/nwna; rqv IlXar^t Ja, xoa 
^ukYI auV}; ^tfx^ff 'Titff ^/Xft nS rqy ftoVfif^.] 
ETT* Ox«> faOnrt, 
MAP. M^ x&fAiirt, • • 
AEA* ZfxtOy ^yi &ir* l^w* 

TEA A. Bvffitta, fiorfitm. [Ortfyii ^& TiiV aitaXay, i Atav^poc 
i^fXii va rnv &xoX«d^^ fA^ tA cr««0}, xo! S Et/y. rey fiatra,"] 

frapt^^fi, xal ^vyii f'f toy X4k^/.] 
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HAA. [EuyaiiU M t4 l^rr^it TU veuyniw Tgi'xwvwf* 

ETr. [M) apfMira ttf vh x's* '"^fis iM^rtVffiV rng 

MAP. [EvycMVit xnl avrls o-iya aiyd &7th rd Igya^iigif xal 
f luyii Xfywvra;.] Ramores fuge. [*Pkjbi6gi; fv}'!.]* 

02 ^X<n» ['A«o ri Ipyapifi ^ffipvvv tig T& X*^'*' '^^ xXiuN 

BIT. [MfVf t W; rdy iM^kyl fiot^f^hn &it^ rov 'PtdoXfoy.] 

AEA. Aoff-iri Toiroy* i^lXcw yci «/ub&» y» J/a6u; i^; ixtTw ri 
Xavi* [Ml Ti o-xadl rfg rd x^p^ iyayriey tv EJyiVMr.l 

ETr* "Ox^) fAii yivetTO vori* iTaoi lyac vXngoxagJof hairicft 
rns yvHUTt&s n, xol lycJ <&(Xi( r^y ^im^vtivotm; w; i(( to t/r*gov 
»rfxci* 

AEA. £m xa/MVw Sgxov ^ralc ^iXii fh fAirawwdfe' [Kivn^e* 
T^y Evycytov ijJ- rh aica9lJ] 

ETr* A«y at fo^tf/uiai. [KaiTarfiX'* "fov Aiay^goy, xol Toy 
/Sia^fi yc^ ovpd^ JTrlottf T6ffoVy ivH iug(0wi>yTa( &yeixTdy t£ o^nri 
•rn; x^P'^^rpia;) I|ui6»(yii i!; avrdy xnl atvyirai.] 

• Aoyof XMTiyixifa M ^iX« ?fli il»?' f «vyi TaTf cvy^wi^ 
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nUNSLATLON. 

PlatMidafrom the Door of the Hotel^ and the Otker§. 

Pla, Oh God ! from the window it seemed that I heard 
my husband's voice. If he is here, I have arrived in time to 
make him ashamed. [A Servant enters from the Shop,'] Boy, 
tell me, pray, who are in those chambers. 

Serv, Three Gentlemen : one, Signor Eagenio; the other 
Signor Martio, the NeapoOtan ; and the third, my loi^, the 
Count Leander Ardenti. 

Pla, Flaminio is not amongst these, unless he has changed 
his name. 

Leander, [Within drmfdngj] Long live the good fortune 
of Signor Engenio. 

[ The whole Compctnyt Long five, &c.] (Literally, K« {?, 
VM J5, May he live.) 

Pla, Without doubt that is my husband. [To the ServJ] 
My good man, do me the favour to accompany me above to 
those Gentlemen : 1 have some business. 

Serv. At your commands. [Aride.'} The old office of us 
waiters. [He goes out (f the Gaming ffouse.l 
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Ridsipho, lTo\\ciaAxionantfiherpartrfthetUige,] Counge, 
QQunge, bo of good cbeer, it is nothing, 

Vidaria, I feel as if about to die. [I^eaning m km fli / 

[JFVom the windows above all wWdn are teen rimtgfro^ 
table in coi^imon: Leaader startt at the tight <f 
Platrida, and appeart by his gestures to threaten her 
b/e. 

Eugenia, No, stop 

Martia, Dou't attempt 

Leander, Away, fly from hence t 

i%i. Help ! Help ! [Fitet doum the ttaiftr Leander otttnijrt^ 
11^ tofolhw with his sword, Eogenio hinders him,] 

[Trappola with a plate of meat leaps over the balcony from the 
window, and runs into the Coffee-House.] 

[Flatada runs out of the Gamtng-House, and takes shelter in 
the HotdJ] 

[Martio steals tofily out (fthe Gaming- House j and go^ of 
etclaimmg, *' Ramores fuge." The Servantsjrom the Gaming- 
House Alter the Hotel, and shut the door,] 

[Victoria remains in the Coffee-House assisted by Ridolpho.] 

[Leander sword in hand opponte Eugenio excUnmt, Give 
way — ^I will enter that hotel.] 

Eugenio, No, that shall never be. You are a scoundrel 
to your wife, and I will defend her to the last drop of my 
blood. 

Leander, I will give you cause to repent this. [Menaciftg 
with kit sWord.] 
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£1^0110. I fear yon doL [He tttmcla Lnindcr, miA w^ika 
&tm poe hatSk » mmek ihatfinimg iht doartffkt drnternggtrts 
home open, Leander etct^^ through, and wjmuhet.']* 



* Ii0f{lat — ^ fiDbbes"— Awkwardlj eiMnigh,b«t it it the litml 
traa«l»tum of die Romaic. The original of this comedj of Ooldo* 
m's I never read, hai it don not appear one of his best. '* li Bofi- 
ardo** is one of the most livelj; bat I do not think it has been 
translated into Koraaic : it is mnch more amusing than onr owa 
•* liar,** by Foote. The character of Lelio is better drawn thnn 
Tonng Wilding, Goldoni's eomedies amount to fiftj ; some per- 
haps the best in Eorope, and others the worst. His life is also one 
of the best specimens of antobiographj, and, as Gibbon has ob- 
served, " more dramatic than anj of bis plays.** The above scene 
was selected as containing tome of the most familiar Romaic idioms, 
not for any wit which it displays, since there is more done than 
said, the greater part consisting of stage directions. The original 
is one of tlie few comedies by Qoldoni which is without the buf- 
foonery of the speaking Harlequin. 
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AiA'Aoroi 0*iKiAK0i. FAMILIAR DIALOGUES. 



Ala la ^nln<rifs rta irpayfjM. To ask for any thing. 



TlnynUtli va ^nrnatli* 

E*yM auc intfana'kS* 
T^voxf iW7i7l jiAi lie Toooy.. 



I pray you, give me if you 

please. 
Bring me. 
Lend me. 
Go to seek. 
Now directly. 
My dear Sir, do me tliis 

favour. 
I entreat you. 
1 conjure you. 
I ask it of yon as a &vour. 
Oblige me so much. 



ZWn /uur. 
A*/»vit (uur. 



jlfftction/i/tc exprtuionSt 
My life. 
My dear soul. 
My dear. 
My heart. 
My love. 



2M 



▲PnSNDIX* 



Atd nt Ivxa^if^Sf w tulfxiif T» thank, pay compUmenH, 

irfgivoiiKrEf , xal ^lUnaTg and teU^tf regard. 



las yvwfi'iw X*f**- 

Mt o\ni fur TTif xupiiav. 
Mi MttXrly fjM xa^iay. 

ET/xAi oXo( i^rxo^* (ra;. 
ET/uiai JvXo^ o-a; . 
TantHinlalo; iuXog, 
£V« xalcB ffoXXa ct/yerxx*;. 
ELoXXa vti^^ia-Bs. 

hihrvffw, 
IStfilvymiAgxal IwwgooTiyogo;, 
A*i/7i flycrt ff^c-Troy. 

(f^i {Xfi/0f^. 
Xitf^lf ffjgmw'iiff'ef. 
Zftf ayaffw If oX»if fjM xa^iingt 



I thank yoa. 

I return jou thanks. 

I am much obKged to you* 

I will do it with pleasure. 

With all my heart. 

Most cordially. 

I am obliged to you. 

I am wholly yours, 

I am your servant. 

Your most humble servant. 

You are too obliging. 

You take too much trouble. 

I have a pleasure in serving 

you. 
You are obliging and kind. 
That is right. 
What is your pleasure? 

What are your commands ? 
I beg you will treat me freely. 

Without ceremony. 

I love you with all m/ heart 

And I the same. 
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TtfAnvAt fxi TaTfirc^6^»ytki{auf» Honour me with yoor oom* 

mands. 

E'x^i •KmTff yei fAt irgoc^l'l' ; Have you any GOnnnands for 

me? 

ir^«|i1r T^v iS\oi <7«;. Command your servant. 

Tloocfxiyw ra; Trgoonyet; aaf, I wait your commands. 

M) xajuiyi7f /ubtyaXtiy vifxvji. You do me great honour. 

Odavw n iri^«otii0-f ; 9»; ir«g«- Not so much ceremony I beg. 

xaXw. 

Ilgoffxvviiffi?! Ixjotigw; |uur Tojr Present my respects to the 

a^oyla, n rhy xJf lov. gentleman, or his lordship. 

hi&tiwril( TOY TTw; Tov bBviJM- Assure him of my remem- 

fjMi* brance. 

BtSaiwaili r0v itws T^v Ayairw. Assure him of my friendship* 

Ah d'lXu; Xft4«fi ya TV to iIvm. I will not fail to teli him of it. 

Tlpoffxvitriixala Us rqv Afx^vltff- My compliments to her lady- 

ff«y* ship. 

n*iya(yf1i ifjiitpofOti xal oit; Go before, and I will follow 

^oXtfdtiu. you. 

H*|ii/pa) xaXa t^ XP''®^ I'^* ^ ^^^^ know my duty. 

H*|fugtti to irvMi jtAv. I know my situation. 

Mixafjiitliyahlpi^wfJMifxtraTe You confound me with so 

vitaaig ^Xof goo-uyo<; ^a;. much civility. 

6cX(7i Xoiirdy »(» xafxw /M/«y Would you liave iQe then be 

&X<^*M<i ; guilty of an incivility ? 

T^itriyw ifjt.'K^Bti iin w» ffMf I go before to obey you. 
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Atdi^iiJiliwvnfvfOfayhcuf. To oonply with joor coin- 



Ah iyamm wtuf wifimtinvti* I do not like ao mnch oere- 

moDj. 
Air CtiAtu 7fXfH0{ irrgivo(v7<xo;. I am not at all c*Tpimmion5» 
aJ?o %Xnu rl xaM7cgoir. This is better. 

Tiaof vh xaXiltpt. So much tbe better. 

E x^i xiyn rx/li lUuuwm You are in tbe rig^t. 

^ iti fiiSatwanc, ya a^hffHc^ To t^rm, dan/, amsent, Sfc, 
w» (Tvyxalaitvanef xol rf . 

ETwt &\fi$iyl0, tXfai &Ktfilfa1of. It IS true, it is Toy true. 

Am» w^ (7»f tiVw rb &Kfi$nar> To tell you the trutb, 

0%7wf , nt»i «m». Beallj, it is so. 

Howf A^i^ixx/* ; Who doubts it? 

Aiv irw* weeriSf i/ufi&xTa. There is no doubt. 

Ti mftttu,, ih TO viftvw, I betieve it, I do not beficre^ 

it. 

Aiyw rh laL I klj yes. 

Aiyw Ti 5x». I say no. 

BiXXa; ox^M* 2f7« irw/. I wager it is. 

BaXX«r*x'»^«7»^n'«^«««lfi. I wager it is not so. 

N«2, /Mi 7^ wiVjy /t«f. Yes, by my feith. 

1/f Wjy <rvytiififfkf ^ut. In conscience. 

Mci rm ^writ fjiu. By my life. 
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lag ofxtvo) ajrcsy rcfui^ivo; av I awear to you as an honest 

Opftnios* man. 

2as ofAfvu) Ivatw it; ritt vifji.ru fAv. I swear to you on my honour. 

Iltr'vVtIc fxt. Believe me. 

H^jxiropo) fti ffSf tI fii&Mttffw. I can assure you of it. . 

H* ^iXa fiaXif 9'ix^iJM o,7t I would lay what bet you 

3/Xi7i im nHo, please on this. 

Mn rJx? ^ »$-n^io^f (x^pa- Your jest by chance ? 

7iv'i70j 

0*juuX»7i |m2 7a oV» o-a;; Do you speak seriously? 

£'y» 0-Mf SfAiXw ^f Tti 'ik» fjM, I speak seriously to you, and 

9Cfl(2 vtkQ Xfyw vnv &Kn9tMf, tell you the truth. 

£*yw 0-af Ti jSi&twva;. I assure you of it 

Tft Ivfo^ltvfftlt, You have guessed it. 

To lori7fux.(7(> You have hit upon it 

Sag virrjw, I believe you. 

npsVu yes 0a; fft^ijffw. I must believe you. 

Av7) iif thai &ivm1m» This is not impossible. 

Ta XMoroy et; tTyni /uu xaX^ wp«y. Then it is very well 

KaX<j» xaXeJ. Well, well. 

^f tXfai &\fi0iih. It is not true. 

Efyai ^iv^cf. It is false. 

Ziiy iinu Ttvo7ic ^i atHd. There is nothing of this. 

ETyai ha 4''^^H f^» A^aln* . It is a falsehood, an im- 
posture. 

E^yv} &^tl^9fjjn (2xopa7(u».) I was ui joke. 

li'yw TO tXira hti nt ytxStaw, I said it to laugh. 

Tf &Kifitiet. Indeed. 
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Ivyw^etnvv tig 7v7o* 



It pleaset bk nwdb. 

I agree with yoo. 

I gWe my aascnt. 

I do not oppose tUf . 

I agree* 

I will not. 

I object to this. 



^ m o-w^^XfwWf , yiJ r«»X*^ ^** censuU, cmuider, or resolve. 



Ti 9p('n»i yd x»/uuitf fXfV ; 
Tt ^tt xa/uiiii/tAiv; 

OVoi<w Tfoww 3fXo|Mcv y^iiayji' 

A*"; xa/tAwfAfv tl^n> 

ETya* xaXHtgov Jy«^ »rf— 

tfo^nli JXiyov. 

a2v ii9tXfy rtwu NttXdcgoy va-— — 

E^yw iiya«£7a xaXHi^tt* 

dlX{7i xAfxci xaXTliga cty 

A*» ♦Tjuiw • Jf Tov T6ffty0-(»( lyw— 



What ought we to do? 
What shall we do? , 
What do yon advise me to do? 
What part shall we take? 

Let us do this. 

It is better that I — — 

Wait a little. 

Would it not be better th^t— 

I wish it were better. 

You will do better if— 

Let me go. 

If I were in your place, I— 

It U the same. 
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The reader hy the epecmene hdm wiU be enaUed to am^Mrt 
the modem with the andem tongue. 

PARALLEL PASSAGES FROM ST. JOHN^ GOSPEL 



Nfov. 

1. BIS vhf &fxvi9 $?ov I 

BtS* yuA BA( JHov h X^f. 

2. E7ov7o( SHov It; vh &gx^ 

3. Cfx^lrii w^yfjuilal ha 
fjJoft rw [Xoytf ] ly(yitxMV> xa2 
^wpl; aJliv Kv fyiyi neivlyai 
MTi jyivi* 

1ii%f f lyyitf icol 4 ffico7i{« ih 

6. E'yiyiv twf cfydgcovo; 
&]rir«Xfx^o( ^hr& riy 9i)y» ri 
eye/u(« w 'iciM^yyif ; • 

VOL. I. 



Aiiiyhxly, 

1. EN Afx? *'' ^ **y«f» Jwi 
S XoyO( %r vg); riy Bciyy xcA 
did; ny i Xeyo;. 

3. Ou?©c Jy If A^H »fic 
viy ewy. 

3. 0ay7a ^i* oJlu lyiylTe* 
J yiyoyiy. 

4. 'Ey av^ ^wh Hf» x»l A 
^whih 1^ 9mI; Twy &v9£wVa»y. 

«^ Kal vl ^; iy Tn«Na7(^ 
9«<y»> 12 j^ aiio1(» »u7i v 
xa7<Xa^iy. 

6. 'Eyhtio SfBfnns A**- 
raXfxArt; «a^ eif» lyofoi 
«ii;7f *lwayyti(. 



3ip APnoijMx. 

THE INSCRIPnONS AT OBCHOMENUS FROM 

MELETTOS. 

'OPX(MENO*S, XMfw; Zkf ivov, Uaikif wars whowiwn'n xol 
l^yvftttTantf ir^orcf ev xa^^uum Beiwrtwu 'Ai9iip(u> ft; I7f9 ovoiar 
^T0V 8 Ka^f Twv Xof »Tunr, n; tot mtouv IsXji^vnt T(Xii o{ 8«(£uo«* 
e JTtvo; t) i2a^( &Vf 0-xa4))9e verc VV9 na 'AovoXaynw. 'Eto^ 
vqyv^9V tig avvipf viff IloXiV tc{ ILttfi'snrtaf tv ovow *Aywv«; 

%9ormi, vvh tS UfwrovvaBofUi Aforro;, M rmit BaatjJvf Boat" 

** ZwiXo; ZwIXtf ITaf to;. 

" Nar/Miivio;, M«/u.ifTiH *ABmaiQg» 

** not»iTnf lirwy* 
" 'Afxvrra; A*if40xXftfS 6>|6ai»(. 

" AuXnT^; 
** 'AflroXXoWof 'A««XXoS6t» Kpn?. 

" AuXw^Jff 
*• 'pWiiMrof *PoJ<ww» *ApyflOf. 

"♦ayfaf *AwoXXo^«ti» t? 4>aW» AioXrj; axo K^/u^f- 
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** AnjubiiTptof Ilapfjitylffxu K«X;^6v(ec« 

*' Tpaywihi 
** 'liriroxpartf; ^ApifOfxhy; *?iii9s> 

" Kwfxwihs. 

" A*|ui>)VM( Aif|uoxXioi>; Gt|€t»rop. 

" Acv^odfo; Aapodfot; TapMv7iVo(* 

'* Io(p3xX7]f XafoxXiov; 'Ad>iyai'oc* 

" T'woxfJnf. 
" Ko6ipi)(^of ©toiw'foi^ ©Ji^aTof. 

" Uoiy{lrii KwfAwiiwy* 
*' A*Ki^mifos A*giVwvof A'^nyaro;* 

" TVoxpiln; 
** AMaXo; AlrciXow 'A^yivaroc. 
*' oUt Ivi'xwv Tiv Wi/ui>j7oy ^ywya <rwv i/uio^ti;«»». 

** Ilar^a; MvXiira; 
" ZiioxXri; KaWtfxy'iiov Bn^aiM;. 

** ITar^aC «yijutiv«f. 
'* Sflpalofo; Ei/vixeu &n&tiQ;. 

** A%ip«ff AuXnWs. 
" AiOxXn( KaXXi|i/i^^v 6)|^aib;. 

" A*yifaf ^ifAOva;. 
** P*6itwwof p'oJiVirot; A*fytTo; 
" TpaycvJog 



312 



** Ji^^atiff A'ft^uae^ A*9nmS»sm 
E*T il T? n«fla ivfoui;, 

** ^i%t99S «i>Xvw A'davfiof. 
'' £tfwJ<»C 2wxpa7(e; On^<iO£> 

•« nof»7<2c 

** KgSklwf KTdwyoi Bti€iut(, 

** Av'Kasuloe 
'* Aa/xnV«7o( rx«uxw a'^m;. 
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^ Eua^o; H^poiolu Kcfunrn);. 



*' Mu^tX^ noXvx(»7oi/; l*a^'vvfxt( ^<«yn«tfVo; etri^ivo't X^fi*^*^* 
" tf-ay?!; yixaa«»?f( JxoyvaM; dlWdifxay r(/uuinw; apx^^^^ff avXt«ir7»f' 

£% i7/gw AiOw. 

'* ^t/Vagx** <i^gX°y7of , fAf tyof ^f tXov9tn.'» &^t ttf( EvfiwXi 

'* clgx*^^f^^ ^ctfxfrt Of &TiJ(M(r» &iri Tc?; (Touyy^^ 

** viia vuf voXtfAa^un, %n Tunr ytaloitlawy, AviXo^ivo; Ttic 
" c^vyy^affkig rcr; xi/mlv*; va^ luf mvm, x>i ^i^iav xq ir«CixXnV 
*' im TifMfxuiov ^wuia^i xh Ja/utoliXinr Xurtja/uuify x;q 



«< 



TM/xta; &irii(tfxf iJ6«tfXv A^(j»|uuu f o/xiT* avo ts; 9ouyyg<«^ 
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" t\a,1in MCTOi7ao &^f>MW fAfiWf wgalw oVo^oya EiT&wXw F 
*' IX»7*i|, w T^ woXi lgxofAwf««^» E'«"^ Jtwofxirn EtTSuXoc 
** ir«^ Ttif woXwj ri Savfiov air»y xac w; S/uwXoyt»c rdg TtOirac 
** duva^w etfy^oiflogt fA«vif ^«Xoi;$ta>, x^ «/T af «X«7n au7« »7* 
<* ojflif w«£) w woXty, AXX' Awix* «a»^ ^e^ »a»7of , w airo*i*B- 
** arBi T? w6x« TO ?x.or7i; t»s ofwXoywtf , « fxJr woU *flo^«wxe^ior 
* EuCwXv Iwl ro/ixirt; F tV* AwItIoj* fiout<r<n tnut Ymrvg iut 
<* x«.7fti; Fi xstli wgo^«7v; (r«wif flyyf X"'^**'? ^?X^ ™ XS®** * 

** El^^uXov wiV hiavlh txufOf va^ riv vstixiw xn tc» >o|tAWV oV 
•' roUt yuivfxala tuJv v^iSalm, w twv ^ytSy, xn tS? ^wt, x»i Twr 
** 7w7rw», x»i xaTtra ao-a^tBi;? 3»x»i t* irXelOof /uci* iiroypa^Vrowl* 

" irxfova Twv yfygtfjiA/xtyDwv J* rf CTi/yx'*'?"*^* *» *nca7if 

"n TO hyofjiivf Ej^wXof o9«X« X»f tw» l^ofjiniurf 

<c ^Ayouctw tilTOgeuurtla Ev&u\u naQ* f xarw twavToVy 

*' xri TflJwv ^JpHw Jpa^l^af t»; fAWf /xarof **7» fJnTta 

«< , TO* xn tfAVfttxlog tfta tJ? Ipx^fjuitof xa2 

•« TcJ i(n;. 

£\ c?XX«t; Aidotf* 

^* AWttfpa crjv^pov X'^^P'**' KOKVES " KaXXiVi7ov &fA^' 
" X^i* ^ aXXoi.** E*y ot/^« (uia EViypaf ^ t^ov Toyoy, q 'gttvfJMf 
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The following is the prospectus of a translatioii of Ana- 
cbar&is into Eomaic, by my Romaic master, Marmarotouri, 
wbo wished to publish it in England. 

eiah'zis TTnorPAOiKH'. 
(fiOI tlf ]8i^(a wetvJoia.'Kn hlfvfwo'nff n^ivftn raiavt ifmi 7i 

iionmeriis tvoXXwv xal ^la^opwy E^dvwv xnl Fivwy wv 7nv |iAyii/xt|V 

Mte» T»7o»a EV« j-n|i>t»l «^Vtti ii;aw6x7»i7of, xai Jv Tai>7tw vSftkii^nt n 
mptTlrof iiiTHV ivayxaitf iiull XoiTov ^jiu; /u-ovoi w tm vg'tfbix^a, 
^ ^f nyfov7if «7i T»; Ap^»; TflUt Ilfoyowuv fx«f, w69iv oto7« Xtt2 
Vw; rt/ptdq^av tig Taf V£6Tp(^a( fAa;i »7< rei fTdii, tm iu3oo9jfAalu 
lud rhi huxnffii rwi; A'vlfwUtrwiJt.tit to; A*XXoyivr ; i ^ftugi«»» 
^a ff i«ff»v ox,t/ix&'oy 'iropixw; TTjy Apx*"* *"^ *">* Wf 60 Jo» twv TErpoyiyunr 
*«»;, iXXti xal T<>7roypo<pix3f fxag iiix^tn T»f 3iVii; twv TlaTfiiwit 
|xa;> xal olovf* ^wpaywyol ytyijunvot /x) t*?!? rfa7pa^ix»( tw» 
Iliyaxa; , fxas '^»y«'V> «^« •^i"** «^ A'driva*, Wm? 4 I9rap7q» Ixi? at 
e^^cti, Too-a r»i*» »I f^^^^» Airi'x** ri fxf» EVap^f* »wi Twra XXw. 
T«7of wxoJoju»i<ri -niy /xfay woXty, Ixin/of rny »XXny xal t{. npo<rt7t 
ay Ifwlnffwfxii avlus Tt?ff |oi;i E'xXnyaf X»*f«y**7"ff .*^»f' '»»^« 
I«apax*yri5»ifl»r ya if ipti/yn^-wy ApX«ff ''^<"' «a^«»»f 1 Avw«oroXw{ 
fxa( AitoKfUnlM f*i ou7iJf vJf Xiynf . •• Kafiwf i Ix Xxweia; 'Aya- 
•' X"P'*fi> *' ^^* littfuifxtlo T^vaiw^um Unfa KXf/x«7a rnf 
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" 'BK>Jiitf Ar ih IftfopiHa rti ^SiaifJuAtt ra v$n xol v^c Ntfiv; 
" TMor 'EXXnw»y» q0fX« fAfiv^ Zxi/0i|; xol rl iyofxa lud to mfSyfJtM>' 
'* v7w MM i r<^f7(f o; ^Itlf*;, av ^fy IfAMV^avf To^ rS l*inrntpalu{j 
** ih liCyain >« VfV)(wfna^ it; t^v tix»»it *»• A** S ly nf*** 
" VofX't9i1ti;ih l^ila^f rti tS ZoXivvof, At/xvfyv, xal niTTaxv, 2b 
** liviHilo yet pt/9|ubT)0^ xal va xaXifpy^o^ Ta ^dn twv O'fxoytWf Ttr* 

*' Tk Ai|/ui970(Tv;, jf* lupyStrn il{ rag ^t/xa; twv &icpoa7«ly tv* 
*' A% i Nmc ASax^f^*?* ^ Kvoiof A*€SSe Btf^oXo/xoTo; Sev 
" Avfyivuxrxf fx) fjuyoKn* IvifAmifl naX aiii^iy ryg tsrxlov lyx^flirc 
* Zt/yygo^ftjP Twv *EXXnvwv» {^ign/irary auV; »»7« /^^C ^^ 
'* rglaxcv7» Ivw riii, ih {9<Xo (|v4>ay9 7ir!7>iv r^ vri^ 'Ef^jJimf 
'* i^^wi Tii( qli; Ilcotiiyiio'i; TV N/« A*nsx,«g«>'>(('C ««§' «i^*^ 
** V^ttn«/Aa0^f xat ('g oX»; caf EvgeviraTxaf iiu»Xcx1iff fA<7f- 
*' yXwlTJff^il." Kal l» h\ XJyw, oE Ntw7'goi, ay th ht^f iia 
Uqyi^f TvV ngoyoyy; /xa;. ^dfX»y Tcru;; vf M4>cg«tfv7a( /iMilai w; /tx/xg* 
TV Vuy. Av7a 2(y irvai Aiyut ly9wffMO-fA,iw iia t) fiX«yrvf( 
rgoiXtTf iTvcu 2) f iXaXn9«; Tt^ixayH, 3r<; liJula^a-t Toy Nfoy 
A%ax*f^** Avi Td TaXXixv «; tJ Figfxavix&y. 

AN XoiffSir xa2 ^jtAiT; ^thuixa ytt fA.t9s^wfAty rris ytwfftwf rZt 
Xc^fAKftirt KolofBonjMTwy Svtf txafAAv ot 3av|ixarel ^xayoi npeir»7opic 
j^y, av l«idi>|bi.wfAtv yo2 /uiadev^ey rnv nr^o^oy xa2 av^nriy «wv tf; 
TeJff Tix**f «al £V«rnfAA; x« tif xa9f dxXo tTJof /txadiitf-cii;; , aV 
ty^WfAty mtfU^ttay vet yvw^io-cDfAty t^o^n 9U*1ay6fxtBa, xetl i^roCv; 
dtevfAfltrt^C xal ^iy»Xtf f A'y^ga;, c! xol v^oy6yvf (i^, ^iw, ^i?; 
Ih ym^ofjuy^ tie xatp^ Svh o! A'XXoyiyK; ^ai/fxa^vo'ty «v7vc» 
t«2 w; wtill^f Vdyhianv Ma9n<nws a^nlmi, dg ovy^fJiMfAti 
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*HixiT; tf y oi v'soyty^afjifxitoi ^/Xofxiv IxliXfVii vcodtz/uLtuf Ttif 
Milo^J^o-tv TV B ^Xitf |ui^ Triv xa7e» ri ^t/valov^/uinrxaXfiv ^^o-iv rti; 
wv xa6* ^juwT f &|uitXia(, xftl JxJovlif t»7o itf tuVov, 3" XofAfV ri 

X/^itf {yxi-x^fttyiMEVVf t{; Uixa/uui; ypttjXfAala, iffpoc-tdMif i»7( 

O Xov ri 7vyypafx/uc« 3fXii yfvii il; TofXtf; ^w jixa xola ^j^fxwi^ 
itif 'llaXiXTi; E*xJ09iw;. H* Ti|u.n SfXw tv Xuyypa/ixfAA.1of iTmi 
^topCvitt Jfxttf^ti TTK Btmi); jiflt rnv tvpoff-dnxiv TSbV ricuypa^ixwV 
ViVaxwy. O* ^I'Kaynn^v Iwipofjknlnf xiTfimn ya vrXfipwan f{; xatf« 
TofMV (}teo|){vi ivA xal Kapavlnvia fixotf'i «i^ Btrvvfi;, xal ri>7o x*i^f^C 

ntwwfjJwg xflM JtfAlyof. 

*£fpo)IAhoi xol IV Jai/Aoyic itaSiwoilt ^EXXnmnr IlaS^ff . 
Tqf vfAtli^ iyavnc l(?p7iifAiyoi 

*It0ayvii; Maf/uape7a/|pii;. 
Aq|iAt]7pi0( BiVtipftf • 
XirupUanr Ilf i€i7«;« 
£% Tpitfui;, T? lorpiw}^ 0*)Jw6p(», 1799. 
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